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ROMANTIC DAYS 
IN OLD BOSTON 



" The great memories, noble deeds ai 
places of old Boston are the poetry of hi: 
the keenest ripeners of character.** — "^ 
P&nxiFs. 

dSb 

" The history of Boston is written in 
things that have befallen this land.** — 
Wabd Beechem. 

dSb 

" Boston State-Honse is the hnb of t 
system. Yoa couldn*t pry that out of a 
man if you had the tire of all creation si 
ened out for a crow-bar.** — Oliver W 
Holmes. 
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FOREWORD 

WE Americans have a curious habit of 
dating back our heroes and of refusing 
the stamp of authentic valor — at least 
in our histories — to any act of moral or physi- 
cal courage which has happened since the 
Revolution. John Hancock we glibly dub 
" patriot/* though he never fought at all, and 
in many ways is admittedly a man of pretty 
small calibre. It seems never to have occurred 
to those in charge of the spiritual sustenance 
of our youth that, beside William Lloyd Garri- 
son, Hancock shrinks to really pitiful pro- 
portions. Webster's " Bunker Hill Oration ** 
we read, to be sure, but the emphasis is always 
put upon the Bunker Hill rather than upon the 
Webster. And I never heard the name of 
Wendell Phillips pronoimced during the years 
in which I prepared, in the Boston public 
schools, for college. This in spite of the fact 
that our country cannot present a finer example 
of moral heroism than Phillips exemplifies; 
nor has any orator ever given to the world 
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pore stirring appeals to noble action than did 
Clear-sighted foreigners perceive the truth 
If what I am here trying to say — and in 
jhis book endeavor to prove. Fredrika Bremer 
Ibserved long ago: " The anti-slavery struggle 
pill be Uie romance of American history." 

But liic youthful enthusiasm of the newJy- 

Inade city expressed itself also m literature, 

art and in experiments with life. Steele 

aid of a certain lady that to have known and 

loved her was a liberal education; to have 

shared in Boston's life and loved what it stood 

■or during the nineteenth century was a liberal 

(education. I remember once to have felt this 

nth a pang of unmistakable envy at a dinner 

riven by the Boston Authors' Club to Mrs. 

I Ward Howe and Col. Thomas Wentworth 
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said of London that the cultivated American 
peculiariy enjoys the place because he there 
sees whole shelves of his library walking about 
in coats and gowns, and an age when, as Wister 
happily put it at that dinner, — in referring 
to Mrs. Howe and Higginson, — "a lady could 
turn her pen into a sword and a gentleman his 
sword into a pen " must of necessity be the 
Golden Age to literary workers. 

Yet other high notes, also, were struck in 
the nineteenth century, notes upon which we 
of the twentieth century may well work out 
a life-symphony. The equality of woman, about 
which Margaret Fuller wrote an epoch-making 
book and for which Phillips all his life contended, 
we have yet to realize; and the fulfilment in 
some measure of that " sweetest dream ever 
dreamed in America,'' the Brook Farm experi- 
ment, — of which Hawthorne said towards the 
end of his life that " posterity may dig it up 
and profit by it," — remains. Yes! to us, 
also, are given wrongs to right and shackles 
to strike from the wrists of slaves. It is my 
hope, then, that this book, by recalling freshly 
the heroes of the nineteenth century, may help 
to hearten heroes for the twentieth. 

It but remains to speak with gratitude of 
the many courtesies and quotation privileges 
extended to me. Most of these are acknowl- 
edged in the text, but I wish here particularly 
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I til express my appreciation of the kindness of 
Ithe Houghton Mifflin Company, who as pub- 
llishers of the works of the most eminent Ameri- 
Ican authors, at least in the New England group, 
I have necessarily been often appealed to and 
er in vain; to the invaluable Memorial His- 
ttory of Boston; to Mr. Francis Jackson Garrison, 
I who has read my chapter on The Anti-Slavery 
I Movement and given me much-prized help in 
Iconnection with it; to Mr. John Bouve Clapp, 
Iwho placed at my disposal the results of his 
I research in connection with the old Boston 
I Museum ; to R. P. Dutton and Co., who 
I brought out Tire nccollfctitmf! of an Old Alvsician ; 
kI to the Lotlirop, Lee and Shcpard Company, 
Ipublishers of Mrs. Ediiidi Dow Cheney's liemi- 
\ni.trcnces and of Wendi^ll Phillips's Oration.f, 

of illiistrali<ins tlianks are 
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of the Boston Athenaeum I feel deep obliga- 
tion also. How greatly do such courteous 
custodians of untold treasures lighten an 
author's labor! 

Arlington Heiohtb, MAasACHUSETTB, 1910. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE MOULDING OF A CITY 

IT was a very charming, comfortable old 
town — this Boston of uncrowded shops 
and untroubled self-respect which, in 1822, 
reluctantly allowed itself to be made into a 
city. For not lightly nor impetuously was the 
old plan of town government abandoned. 
Though the venerable John Adams, " the man 
of the town meeting,'' had generously set aside 
his own personal predilections and had cast a 
ballot (in 1820) for an amendment to the State 
Constitution that should enable freemen in 
large municipalities to delegate to represent- 
atives " the privileges of voting supplies," 
many there were — Josiah Quincy among them 
— who so firmly believed that the town-meeting 
form was peculiarly suited to the character of 
the people of New England that they resisted 



" was held on any exciting si 
Hall those only who obtained 
moderator could even hear the d 
busy or interested individuals ea 
management of the most imporl 
assembly in which the greate 
have neither voice nor hearL 
subject was not generally excii 
ings were usually composed of 
the town oflScers and thirty or fo 
Those who thus came were, for 
drawn to it from some official < 
interest, which when performe 
they generally troubled themsc 
or not at all about the other 
meeting. In assemblies thus 
laws were passed, taxes to the 
hundred or one hundred and 
dollars voted on statements oi 
their nature, and on rpn-^^- --- 
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None the less, when the subject of adopting a 
city charter was brought before a " special 
meeting of the inhabitants ** (in January, 1822), 
the vote on the test proposition "" that the name 
of * Town of Boston ' should be changed to 
*City of Boston''* was very close — only two 
thousand seven hundred and twenty-seven in 
the affirmative against two thousand and eighty- 
seven in the negative. The number of qualified 
voters at this time was between seven and eight 
thousand, about one-sixth of the total popu- 
lation, which, according to the national census 
of 1820, was forty-three thousand two hundred 
and ninety-eight. 

It is interesting just here to observe how 
slowly Boston had increased in population 
during the past thirty years and to contrast 
this with its increase after the city charter was 
taken out. In 1790 the population of the town, 
including the people settled on the islands in 
the harbor, was 18,320. From 1790 to 1800 
the mcrease was 6,617 or 36.11%; from 1800 
to 1810, the increase was 8,850 or 35.48%; 
from 1810 to 1820 the increase was 9,511 or 
28.14%. During the decade marked by the 
change in the form of government, however, 
the increase was nearly double that of the ten 
years preceding. 

Happily, there was now beginning to be room 
for an increased population. Nathaniel Inger- 



ROMANTIC DAYS 



i 



snll Bowditch, who in his Gleaner papers 
characterizes Mr. Uriah Cotting as the " Chief 
Benefactor of Boston," appears to have l>een 
well within the facts of the case. For Mr. 
Cotting, as the projector of the Roxhury Mill 
Corporation by whose " gigantic enterprise " 
the Mill Dam was built, really made it possible 
for Boston to grow. This undertaking drew 
in its train a series of constructions by which 
alone the town has been enabled to become a 
great city. 

The charter which led to this complete change 
in the town's physical conformation was pa-ssed 
in 1814. In the early .summer of 1S51 the Mill 
Dam was finished and opened for travel. 
Upon the granting of the charter the Daily 
Advertuer printed a communication signed 
"Beacon Street" which began as follows: 
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bury Mill-Dam was opened for passengers for 
the first time yesterday morning when a caval- 
cade of one hundred citizens and upwards, 
headed by General Sumner and Major Dean, 
passed over. . . . General Sumner in a per- 
tinent address took occasion to advert to the 
magnitude of the undertaking the completion 
of which they were met to celebrate. . . . He 
reverted to the position of Boston thirty-four 
years ago when there was only one passage 
from the peninsula to the main. ' It was then/ 
he said, ' our town resembled a hand but it was 
a closed one. It is now open and well spread. 
Charlestown, Cambridge, South Boston and 
Craigie's Bridges have added each a finger, 
and lately our enterprising citizens have joined 
the firm and substantial thumb over which we 
now ride." 

Thus it was quite a sizable territory over 
which John Phillips was elected mayor in 1822. 
Phillips had already served Boston as public 
prosecutor, as a member of the House and 
Senate of Massachusetts and as judge of the 
Court of Common Pleas. But it was to his 
charm of manner and to his "" pliable disposi- 
tion ** rather than to his previous public serv- 
ices that he owed his election as first mayor 
of Boston. For Harrison Gray Otis and Josiah 
Quincy had both been in the lists with him 
and had only withdrawn their names because 



candidate; but he offended ; 
that he would undoubtedly hav< 
re-elected, upon the expiration o 
not ill health made him refuse t( 
Thus it was that the real task 
the city " fell rather to the secoi 
to the first. Josiah Quincy, wl 
when Mayor Phillips retired, ha 
impress upon the government o 
he is generally called the city's 
One reason for this is that he di< 
during his six years of office. A 
he had the chance and the abili 
terity know about his activities, 
happens that a mayor has so gc 
tunity to tell just what was accom 
his administration as Mr. Quin* 
improved when he published in 
nicipal History of The Town Ant 
ton. More than three-quarters 



IN OLD BOSTON 7 

such important things were done. In Mayor 
Quincy there was no over-cautious and timid 
reference to public opinion with its attendant 
shrinking from responsibility. He found many 
reforms needed and he manfully set himself 
to bring them about. Street begging was almost 
entirely suppressed during his time, admirable 
measures for the relief and care of the poor 
were introduced, a new market-house (Quincy 
Market) was erected and the city was so 
effectually cleansed that a striking alteration 
was observable in the mortality reports. Where 
one in forty-two had died during the ten years 
before 1823, during the last three years of 
Mr. Quincy's administration the mortality was 
but one in fifty-seven! It has indeed passed 
almost into a proverb that Boston had never 
had clean streets before this time, — and has 
never had them since. Moreover, this energetic^ 
mayor reorganized the fire department and the 
police guardians, thus making the city a safe 
and a peaceful place of residence. So orderly 
was the conduct of the citizens that twenty- 
four constables and eighty watchmen (of whom 
never more than eighteen were out at a 
time) were enough to make everybody in 
Boston quite at ease concerning their lives and 
property. It is Mayor Quincy, also, that we 
must thank for planting the splendid trees on 
the Charles street mall of the Conmion; and 
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tu ue greatly cnti 
writers. Up to 1825 there had 
provision in Boston for the ec 
at the public expense, and thi 
against women led Rev. John 
Secretary of the School Commi 
the establishment in the city ol 
for Girls. He gave as his reaso 
" general expediency and to ma 
ambition and profitable employ 
years of life now inadequately o 
resulting school was such a succ 
Quincy voted its — abandomr 
the cost for each pupil was only 
a year, Mr. Quincy seems to ha 
too many cases, this appropria 
employed for the education of 
whose parents could send the 
schools, and would if there w 
high school. " The standard of 
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by no means ready yet to provide higher 
education for the poorer classes. There was 
a great hue and cry because many young Irish 
girls, who had entered the High School and 
proved to be fine scholars, were unwilling, 
after enjoying this taste of culture, to become 
domestic servants. Public opinion was very 
strong on this issue. For the first time, we 
catch a glimpse of that anti-Irish-Catholic 
feeling which culminated in the burning of the 
Ursuline Convent in 1834. 

During Mr. Quincy's second term he had the 
honor of receiving and entertaining General 
Lafayette, who was made the guest of the city 
and was sumptuously entertained in the build- 
ing at the comer of Park and Beacon Streets, 
later known as the home of George Ticknor. 
I have elsewhere ^ described in detail the events 
of this visit of Washington's friend; sufiice 
it here, therefore, merely to say that the General 
was escorted (Tuesday, August 22, 1824) to the 
city limits from Roxbury by Governor Eustis 
and by him presented to Mayor Quincy, with 
whom he proceeded through streets resplendent 
with the French and American flags and spanried 
at intervals with arches bearing diverse patriotic 
mottoes and inscriptions giving glad Welcome 
TO Lafayette. 

One incident which took place as the pro- 

' Among Old New England Inns, p. 356 el seq. 



ouuLt, wnom lie bad known well a 
pompous Governor Hancock. She 
hostess away back in 1781 in the i 
cock mansion on Beacon Street, 
Time had wrought many changes in 
face and figure, he instantly recogni 
with the inborn courtesy of a 
directed his conveyance to stop in 
place where she sat, and rising, wi 
placed over his heart, made a gracef 
which was gracefully returned. T 
lady burst into tears and exclaime 
lived long enough." 

Another charming feature of the : 
the singing of the Marseillaise by ; 
schoolchildren on the Common, of ^ 
dell Phillips, then a fourteen year old 1 

The original letter in which La: 
nounced his intended visit to Bost 
found in the manuscript collection of 
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on the fifteenth: I will tell you between us that I have 
been informed the legislature intend to receive the tribute 
of my personal respects in which case it becomes proper 
for me to be arrived two days before the Bunker Hill 
Ceremony. As to what I am to do I cannot do better 
than to refer myself to your friendly advices and shall 
happily offer you and family my most affectionate grateful 
respects. Lafayette. 

I would have been very happy to celebrate with you* 
the Fourth of July, but am obliged to set out on the 
twentieth to visit the States of Maine, New Hampshire 
and Vermont and will proceed down the north river to 
New York, then to Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington 
and the seat of the [manuscript illegible] Virginia expedi- 
tion so as to embark on the fifteenth August. 

Mb. Quincy, Mayor of Boston. 

On the day before his departure from Boston 
the general dined in a marquee on the Common 
with twelve hundred people, probably the 
largest number ever seated at a single dinner 
table in New England. On a previous day a 
dinner of ceremony was given him at the 
Exchange Coffee House on State and Congress 
Streets, not the magnificent building erected 
by Charles Bulfinch in 1808, but the less pre- 
tentious structure put up on the same site 
when that stately edifice had burned. Among 
the toasts on this occasion was the following 

^ Mr. Quincy's house at this time was on Hamilton Place, nimi- 
berl. 
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Church Green set off by an edifice (erected in 
1814) of Bulfinch design whose spire towered to 
a height of one hundred and ninety feet from 
the foundation. " As late as 1815/* declares 
Drake, " there was a pasture of two acres in 
Summer Street, and the tinkling of cowbells 
was by no means an unusual sound there. 
The hospitable residents could set before their 
guests cider of their own manufacture or butter 
from their own dairies." One very beautiful 
old place which belongs in this category was that 
(on the site now covered by Hovey's store) 
long known as the Vassall House and occupied 
later by the family of Frederick Geyer. At 
the wedding here of Nancy W. Geyer, who 
married Rufus G. Amory (in 1794), the Duke of 
Kent, son of George II. and father of the late 
Queen Victoria, was present as a guest.* 

Harrison Gray Otis succeeded Mr. Quincy as 
mayor in 1829. An authentic picture of the 
social life of Boston during his administration 
is derived from the Boston correspondence 
published in the New York Mirror^ where, 
under date of April, 1831, the writer, who 
appears to have been pining for the freer 
ether of New York, laments the lack of public 
places of amusement in Boston. To be sure, 
he admits, " the gallery of the Athenaeum 
exhibition of paintings is crowded with beauty 

1 Drake. 
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a week or two in the summer; and our prom- 
enade place, Washington Street, for a couple of 

I liours every fair day is very proper for loungers 
;ui(i Indies. There are, too, occasional concerts 
duriii},' file winter that attract genteel audiences, 

I and once in a twelvemonth some distinguished 
:er or tragedian may fill the boxes of the 

I theatre. 

' But this absence of public amusements," 

I concedes the correspondent, " is accounted for 

1 and in some measure compensated by the nature 
of our private society and the number of balls, 
parties and lectures which comfortably occupy 
lilt' whole compass of tlic week." It was a very 
lavish hospitality, too, which was exercised in 
these Boston homes. That trade with the 
East which was to bring wealth to so many 
amtlics of the new city had now been estab- 
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back, — and his name belongs at the head of 
the long list of men, chiefly from Boston, who, 
in this capacity, did honor to their native town 
and made fortmies for their descendants. A 
very famous house of this kind, which dates 
from January 1, 1824, is that known as Russell 
and Company, one early member of which was 
John Murray Forbes, in whose Personal Remi- 
niscences may be found a fund of romantic 
material concerning the life and labors in 
China of many an enterprising young Bos- 
tonian. India Wharf, designed in 1808, by 
Charles Bulfinch, was the Boston headquarters 
of Russell and Company, and so important was 
the trade there conducted that in 1844, when 
the harbor froze over from the wharves to 
Boston Light and a channel was cut through 
the ice at an expense of thousands of dollars, 
to open the water from the Cunard Dock at 
East Boston, a connecting branch of it was 
extended to India Wharf for the benefit of the 
ships operated by the India Wharf Proprietors. 
From first to last there were forty-eight mem- 
bers in the firm of Russell and Company, and 
when account is taken of the fact that these 
men not only lived in China a portion of the 
time but also on some occasions had their wives 
and daughters there for short visits, it will be 
seen that no formative influence was of greater 
importance to Boston than the organization 
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)f this wealthy and highly successful firm. 
There were many Bostoniaus, before the middle 
)f the nineteenth century, who could talk of 
:he East as intelligently as Kipling does now 
md could echo feelingly Mr. Forbes' verses, 
3eginning 

' Know ye the land where the b&mboo and queue are — " 

md ending 

" Where the flowers have no smell and no flavor the 
fruit, 
\nd 'tis stupid to talk and there's nothing to shout; 

Where the earth is burnt mud and the sky is all blaxei 
Where the dew U death-fog and the nir is red haze? 

'Tis the hind of the East; 'tis tlie region of currj- 
That slowly we come to and leave in a hurry. 

Know ye the land? My (jood friend, if yon do. 
By the Lord, I don't envy you ; I know it too! " 



IN OLD BOSTON 17 

ofSlce. Though this was quite unprecedented, 
no one thought of questioning the propriety 
of holding a municipal inauguration in such a 
place; an invitation from an Otis was equal to 
a command. It is altogether likely, too, that 
the city fathers greatly enjoyed themselves on 
this occasion, for Otis was a charming enter- 
tainer and his fine old mansion house with its 
three beautiful rooms en suite and decorated 
with pictures by Copley, Blackburn and Smi- 
bert were of the sort not accessible to all the 
men in the city government. Samuel Breck 
hazards the guess that at this time Otis was 
spending about ten thousand dollars a year 
upon the conduct of his household, though 
he adds that twenty-five years earlier " he told 
me that the utmost extent of his desires as to 
riches was to be worth ten thousand dollars." 
The universal opinion seems to have been that 
the first Harrison Gray Otis was unsurpassed 
in dress, equipage, entertainment and manners. 
" He always reminded me,*' says Augustus T. 
Perkins, who wrote his biographical memoir, 
" of a fine old French nobleman, one of those 
we read of as uniting wit with learning and 
great eloquence with profound acquirements.'* 
Associated with Harrison Gray Otis in the 
social chronicles of the time is the name of 
Emily Marshall, the great Boston beauty, 
who married the mayor's son, William Foster 
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■Otis, ou May 18, 1831, and who died at the 
lUeacon Street home of her father-in-law August 
Il7, 1S;J6, aged only twenty-nine. Emily Mar- 
Ishall was the daughter of Josiah Marshall, who 
llived on Franklin Street, during the twen- 
Ities and thirties, and for her social charm no 
lless tlian for her beauty she became very re- 
Inowned. It is said that the hackmen who 
Iscrvcd her were so spellbound with admiration 
Ithat they forgot to open the door of her car- 
Iriage, and at a Fair gotten up by the ladies of 
IliosLon, in 1833, to benefit the building fund 
lof the Perkins Institution for the Blind she 
Ipersmuilly took in $2,000 at her table. — so 
Igrcat was her vogue. The kite Mrs. Samuel 
lEIiot of Brimmer Street was tlie daughter of 
Ithis famous beauty, tlie charm of whose features 
lis hinted at but not adcciuntelv expressed 
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Mingles dark shadows into gentieness. 
A beauty that bewilders like a spell 
Reigns in thine eyes' clear hazel; and thy brow 
So pure in veined transparency doth tell 
How spiritually beautiful art thou — 
A temple where angelic love might dwell. 
Idfe in thy presence were a thing to keep. 
Like a gay dreamer clinging to his sleep." 

Merely to be seen in the company of this 
beauty gave one a chance of immortality. 
Quincy in his Figures of the Past speaks of 
seeing " Beau Watson " walking (in 1821) on 
the Dover Street Bridge, then a favorite prom- 
enade place, with the fair Emily, who must then 
have been a girl in her teens. " Beau " Wat- 
son later came to be no less a person than the 
Rev. John Lee Watson, D. D., assistant minister 
of Trinity Church. 

Under Mayor Otis Boston introduced mu- 
nicipal concerts on the Common, the project 
being engineered by the Society for the Sup- 
pression of Intemperance, who declared that 
" such a practice would have in their judgment 
a tendency to promote order and suppress an 
inclination to riot and intemperance.'* This 
same year (1830) cows were excluded from the 
Conmion. Ever since 1660 rights of pasturage 
on this public ground had been enjoyed by 
certain householders, but latterly the kine had 
not been invariably respectful to the ladies. 
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lid Mayor Otis, who was nothing if not gallant, 
ligiicd their decree of banishment. It was also 
liuder Harrison Gray Otis, and upon bis recom- 
liiciidatiou, that the Old State House was so 
liltercd as to provide accommodation for the 
■nayor, aldermen, common council and other 
.•ily officers. 

So far all the mayors had been aristocrats 
liddictcd to an elegant mode of life and a 
iiagiiificeut manner of doing things. As a 
iind of protest against them and their ways 
Wells was now (1839) put in as the 
cprfseiilative of the middle classes. He served 
lit (JistiiK'tinn nnd. after two years, was 
■drd liy Tlieodnrf Lyman. Jr.. whose 
of oflico will always lie associated 
|tli(nifih prrliaps lliroush no fault of liis) with 
ever 
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fully told^ by Miss Mary Boyle O'Reilly, 
daughter of the poet, who has made a special 
study of the subject. INIiss O'Reilly attributes 
the ugly spirit which fired the building on 
Mount Benedict to labor troubles in the first 
place, and to an injudicious semion preached 
by Rev. Lyman Beecher in the second. A 
quarter of a million Irish had landed in America 
between 1830-1835, and as ten thousand of 
these had settled in Boston they naturally 
displaced a large number of native workmen. 
These men resented the coming of the immi- 
grants and caught eagerly at any opportunity 
which should oflfer to " put them down." 
They found their occasion in a kind of penny- 
dreadful, published as the work of a girl who 
had been a member of the nuns' community, 
the same production which supplied Lyman 
Beecher with his text. And the preacher's 
inflammatory words, in turn, served to give 
specious authority to the acts of these sore- 
headed truckmen who had constituted them- 
selves the " defenders " of Boston against the 
corrupting (?) influence of a little band of nuns 
whose sole offence seems to have been that they 
were offering rare and very precious educa- 
tional opportunities to the girls of eastern New 
England. The truckmen had given notice, 
on wretchedly printed posters scattered through- 

1 In the BosUm Olobe. 
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lilt the city, that they would demolish the 
luiincry on a certain date, and there seems to 
lave been no reason — except that of criminal 
legligence — for the failure of the authorities 
lo have a stout guard on duty that night at the 
lonvent. No wonder five thousand good Bos- 
Ion citizens assembled in Faneuil Hall (after 

! damage was done! ) to protest against what 

;y might well call " an unparalleled outrage." 
But though such men as Robert C. Winthrop, 

lliam Appleton, Theophilus Parsons, David 
Child. Nathan Appleton and many more signed 

paper and 

Itcflolved, That in the opinion of the citizens of Boston 

? liitc attack on the Ursuline convent, in Cliarlestown. 

Iccupied only by defenceless females, was a base and 

jowardly act, for which the perpetrators deserve the 

1 detestation c 
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who had been made ** the innocent victims of a 
public calamity/* Obviously the new city of 
Boston had still much to learn about justice 
and effective government. 



CHAPTER n 



BROOK farm: an ESaAT IN SOCIALISM 



r ()T a single Brook Farmer was ever 

known to admit that this experiment 

in communism was not a success. Even 

uiul Hawthorne and George William 

I'lirLis iKire testimony, years afterwards, that 

had passed in this Arcady, nine miles 

roni Boston's Beacon Hill, some of the hap- 

licst days of their lives and had brought away 

rom their sojourn there an enduring impulse 

high and nohlc things. 
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our children began to come, that we wished 
ardently that it were possible for us to give them 
anything like what we had got at Brook Farm. 
It was a place where the humblest could fulfil 
their deepest aspirations. The cobbler was a 
fine Shakespeare scholar, and Mr. Ripley loved 
above everything to work in the bam with the 
animals. Mrs. Ripley used to wash hours at a 
time, and I recall that when one particularly 
disagreeable piece of work on the place had to 
be done volunteers were called for, with the 
result that two of the finest young men of the 
community accomplished a ' drainman * chore 
one night while the rest of us slept." 

Mrs. Butterfield's brother. Dr. John Thomas 
Codman, has written in Historic and Personal 
Memoirs of Brook Farm the only long account 
of the community's ups and downs ever put out 
by one who had intimately shared its life. 
Ripley would have been the natural person to 
write such a story and there is reason to believe 
that he contemplated doing so. But the work 
was never done, perhaps because the whole 
thing meant so much more to him than it could 
possibly have meant to anybody else. 

Carlyle described Ripley, who once called on 
him in England, as " A Socinian minister, who 
had left the pulpit to reform the world by cul- 
tivating onions.'* This gibe always makes me 
hate Carlyle; Ripley's essay in brotherhood 
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so heroic without at all meaning to be! 

Lat Uipley had a pulpit which he was glad to 

fandou is true; he found himself (in 1840) 

from comfortable in his Purchase Street 

purch and took counsel with the members of 

.' Transcendental Club, so-called, to see 

t'thcr it might be possible " to bring culti- 

Ited, thoughtful people together, and make a 

Jciety that deserved the name." There is 

iitioii, in this connection, of a conference at 

house of Dr. John C. Warren, which ended 

luilh an oyster supper crowned by excellent 

|nes." One does not wonder, after hearing 

setting for his appeal, thai the ex-minister 

|(l not win many converts that night and that 

his hearers found themselves with other 

■mgs to do. 
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to take charge of even one soul/' Certainly 
he shrank, almost with horror, from the as- 
sociative life implied in the Brook Farm proposi- 
tion, though, all the while, the idealist in him 
gave the movement secret encouragement and 
applause. 

Mr. Ripley had already in mind the spot upon 
which to try his experiment, for, in the summer 
of 1840, he and his wife had boarded at a 
pleasant milk-farm in West Roxbury through 
which a little brook ran cheerfully down to the 
Charles River near by, and in which he found 
many of the possibilities he sought. They had 
left the place full of eagerness to return and 
carry out what had become their dearest wish: 
a movement " to insure a more natural union 
between intellectual and manual labor than 
exists; to combine the thinker and the worker 
as far as possible in the same individual; to 
guarantee the highest mental freedom by pro- 
viding all with labor adapted to their tastes and 
talents, and securing to them the fruits of their 
industry; to do away with the necessity of 
menial services by opening the benefits of 
education and the profits of labor to all; and 
thus to prepare a society of liberal, intelligent 
and cultivated persons, whose relations with 
each other would permit a more wholesome 
and simple life than can be led amidst the 
pressure of our competitive institutions." 
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The means to this end were set forth as llie 
cultivation of a garden, a farm, and the estab- 
lishment thereon of a school or college in which 
the most complete instruction should be given 
from the first rudiments to the highest culture. 
Thirty thousand dollars, it was decided, would 
supply land and buildings for ten families 
and allow a sufficient margin to cover the first 
year's expenses. This sum Ripley proposed 
to raise by forming a joint-stock company 
among those who were friendly to his enterprise, 
each subscriber to be guaranteed a fixed interest, 
and the subscriptions to be secured by the real 
estate. 

The first step towards the execution of the 
project was the purchase (in the winter of 
1840-1) of Brook Farm by Ripley himself, he 
^ibilitv of its mannffrnpnt nnH 
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nucleus of the community took possession of 
the farm-house which, with a large bam, was 
already on the estate. 

In Ripley's mind, and in the minds of the 
more thoughtful of those who began the ex- 
periment with him, the idea of Brook Farm was 
not at all, as has been generally supposed, to 
secure an idyllic retreat for a favored few, but 
to express belief in the brotherhood of man and 
to proclaim through conununity life faith in the 
possibility of realizing this belief. George P. 
Bradford, who was of the original family, has 
(in his chapter of the Memorial History of 
Boston) expressed the thing thus: "The 
movement was one form of the strong and rising 
feeling of humanity and of the brotherhood of 
man, then so widely pervading the community. 
With it, too, came the desire and hope for better 
conditions of life in which the less fortunate 
classes might come to share in the privileges, 
comforts, and various advantages belonging to 
civilized society. The feeling which at this 
time manifested itself in an excited form in the 
anti-slavery agitation may indirectly have had 
some effect in suggesting or stimulating this 
movement. Mr. Ripley and others with him, 
while sympathizing with the objects of the 
Abolitionists, thought that as the evils of which 
slavery is so signal and conspicuous a form lay 
deep in the present constitution and arrange- 



30 ROMANTIC DAYS 

ment of society, so their remedy could only be 
Found in a modification or radical change of 
ordinary life. 

" The feeling, then, which lay at the bottom 
af the Brook Farm enterprise, and from which 
it mainly sprang, was dissatisfaction with the 
existing conditions of society, — that under 
'hese some classes enjoy the advantages of high 
culture and the gratification of the intellect 
ind taste, and if obliged to work in some way 
'or subsistence they yet have leisure and oppor- 
tunity for refined recreation and for the enjoy- 
nent of comfortable or elegant modes of living, 
ind are in some respects subject to more favor- 
ible moral influences; while, under these also, 
ither classes are doomed to wearisome or painful 
Irudgery and incessant toil, without oppor- 
tunity for the enjoyment of intellect and taste, 
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hood. Consequently a mode of life was de- 
sired ... in which this evil condition of the 
relations of society might be corrected." 

It would seem from the above-quoted state- 
ment that the ideals which inspired the move- 
ment were nothing more or less than those 
embodied in what we are today calling 
" Christian Socialism," one of whose disciples 
has put the thing thus succinctly: '' If manual 
labor is a blessing, not a curse, I want my part of 
it; if it is a curse, not a blessing, I ought to take 
my turn." ^ Of course, there were other and 
more superficial motives inciting to an interest in 
the enterprise and a desire to have a part in it. 
The prospect of a pleasant social life, with 
congenial society, somewhat free from distaste- 
ful conventions, moved some. Others were 
attracted by the idea of a life of mingled physical 
and intellectual labor as exhilarating and health- 
ful. And young women, especially, to whom in 
that day comparatively few interesting occupa- 
tions were open, hailed eagerly the opportunity 
thus afforded to earn a living amid congenial 
surroundings. 

Hawthorne was one of the first to embrace 
community life at Brook Farm, and in what 
has come to be known as the epic of the place. 
The Blithedale Romancey he analyzes with 
characteristic acumen the psychology of his 

1 Vida D. Scudder in A Listener In Bobd, 
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co-laborers for the common good, — " our little 
army of saints and uiartyrs," as he rather 
scathingly calls them. " They were mostly 
individuals who had gone through such an 
experience as to disgust them with ordinary 
pursuits, but who were not yet so old, nor had 
suffered so deeply, as to lose their faith in the 
better time to come. On comparing their 
minds, one with another, they often discovered 
that this idea of a Conmiunity had been growing 
up, in silent and unknown sympathy, for years. 
Thoughtful, strongly lined faces were among 
them; sombre brows, but eyes that did not 
require spectacles, unless prematurely dimmed 
by the student's lamplight, and hair that 
seldom showed a thread of silver. Age, wedded 
to the past, incrusted over with a stony layer 
of habits and retaining nothing fluid in its 
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and sometimes shared in our labors. On the 
whole it was a society such as has seldom 
met together. ..." 

It was indeed. And nothing about it was 
more anomalous than the presence in it as a 
regular Community member of Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne, poet and romancer. His deciding 
motive in joining the enterprise does not 
appear; but it seems more than possible 
that he was himself among those in whom 
recent experience of the world had awakened 
** disgust/' for he had just severed his relation 
with the Boston Custom House, and it was with 
the thousand dollars that he had saved from his 
government earnings that he purchased shares 
18 and 19 of the Association stock. He arrived 
in the midst of one of those late spring snow- 
storms, " which, as Lindsay Swift says, * never 
fail to impress a New Englander with their 
unseasonableness, though they are as invariable 
as the solstices.' '' 

To set out on such an untoward April day 
for an adventure in Arcady might well give 
any man pause. Hawthorne superbly voices 
the reflections such a situation would engender: 
" The greatest obstacle to being heroic is the 
doubt whether one may not be going to prove 
oneself a fool; the truest heroism is to resist 
the doubt; and the profoundest wisdom to 
know when it ought to be resisted, and when to 
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be obeyed." There is a life philosopliy for you, 
apropos of an April .snowstorm ! And the para- 
graph — -in The Blithedale Romance — which 
immediately follows this one, and describes as 
only an artist in words couk! that long-ago 
snowstorm and the way in which its exhilara- 
tions and its buffets reacted upon the sensitized 
mind of our tyro in altruism, is a masterly 
piece of writing. Then comes this, — and it 
is the crux of the matter: " Whatever else I 
may repent of, however, let it be reckoned 
neither among my sins nor follies that I once 
had faith and force enough to form generous 
hopes of the world's destiny, — yes! — and to 
do what in me lay for Iheir accomplishment." 

Hawthorne'.s immediate duty, at Brook Farm, 
was " to play chambermaid to a cow." At 
any rate that is the way he put the thing after 
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sent to Coventry by the more docile kind, 
always to be counted on as more or less con- 
servative. Hawthorne later refers to this animal 
as having " a very intelligent face " and " a 
reflective cast of character." They all got 
a good deal of fun at Brook Farm, over the 
qualities imputed to their four-footed friends. 
Dr. Codman tells of a fine imported bull who, 
because he did not seem to be doing his share 
of work in their very industrious community, 
was harnessed up with a ring through his nose 
and made to draw a tip cart. His name was 
" Prince Albert.'' Then there was " Cyclops," 
too, a large raw-boned gray mare so christened 
because she had only one eye. 

Ripley loved working with the animals, but 
Hawthorne never did, and by the middle of 
the August which followed the April of his 
arrival we find him writing, " In a little more 
than a fortnight I shall be free from my bondage 
— free to enjoy Nature — free to think and 
feel. . . . Oh, labor is the curse of the world 
and nobody can meddle with it without be- 
coming proportionably brutified ! " Yet he stuck 
it out for a whole year and referred always 
to his stay at Brook Farm as the romantic 
period of his life. When he came to write his 
epic of the place he closed the story with this 
beautiful passage: " Often in these years that 
are darkening around me, I remember our 
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icautiful scheme of a noble and unselfish life, 
md how fair in that first summer appeared the 
jrospect that it might endure for generations 
lud be perfected, as the ages rolled by, into a 
lystem of a people and a world. Were my former 
issyciates now there — were there only three 
)r four of those true-hearted men now laboring 
D the sun — I sometimes fancy that I would 
lirect my world-weary footsteps thitherward, 
ind entreat them to receive me for old friend- 
hip's sake." 

The reproach hurled today at nearly all 
ocialistic enterprises — that they stand for 
' free love " — early came to be used as a boom- 
rang to throw at Brook Farm. Mrs. Biitterfleld 
ells me that her fatlier and mother were looked 
ipon as most rashly endangering the souls of 
beir vniinff ebiKfren wlipti thev lonk them, the 
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John S. Brown, Theoretical and Practical 
Agriculture; Sophia W. Ripley, History and 
Modem Languages; Marianne Ripley, Pri- 
mary School; Abigail Morton, Infant School; 
Georgiana Bruce, Infant School; Hannah B. 
Ripley, Drawing. The infant school was for 
children under six years of age; the primary 
school for children under ten; the preparatory 
school for pupils over ten years of age intending 
to pursue the higher branches of study in the 
institution. A young man could fit for college 
in six years at Brook Farm or he could take a 
three years' course in theoretical and practical 
agriculture. In any case he was expected to 
spend from one to two hours daily in manual 
labor. Now with such teachers, such a well- 
planned course and a healthy country back- 
ground upon which to live a free and happifying 
life, it would seem as if the school ought greatly 
to have succeeded. For a while, indeed, it did 
flourish like the proverbial green bay tree; 
Harvard College sent to its stimulating care 
young men who needed to study hard for a 
while in a commimity less exciting than Cam- 
bridge, — and their presence added not a little, 
as the presence of college boys always does, to 
the color and variety of the life. 

Charles A. Dana was one of the Harvard 
youths who found his way to the farm in the 
the middle of his college career, but he came as 
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" professor " and not as a pupU. Bom at 

jliiLsdale, New Hampshire, in 1819, he had 

las.s('(l Ills boyhood in Buffalo, and there fitted 

linisrlf for Harvard College, which he entered 

II 183!). In the middle of his course his sight 

lecanie seriously impaired from reading " Oliver 

Twist " by candle light. When at three in the 

lioniirig lie finished the badly printed volume 

found that he could scarcely see. Study, 

Ihercfiire, had to be abandoned for the time, 

nl lie way very giad to accept the invitation 

|r I lit; Harvard men already at Brook Farm to 

there as instructor in Greek and German. 

" did his work as a teacher wi'll, contributed 

Irticles to the Ilarbingtr, — when that organ 

|f the Brook Fanners came to be established, — 

vas lhrouf<liout his five years of connection 

I'illi llic movement loyal and interested. 





After a daguerreotype. 
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A seeker after country beauty might well 
choose Brook Farm today as an ideal place in 
which to take refuge from a jarring world. It 
still has a slender little brook gurgling through 
its undulating meadows and there is a happy air 
of peace resting upon its woods and hill-tops. 
The accompanying picture is a photograph of 
a painting done in 1845 by Josiah Wolcott, then 
a resident at the community. It is owned by 
Mrs. Butterfield and is interesting as an authen- 
tic contemporary reproduction of the actual 
** set " of this inspiriting drama of brotherhood. 
At the extreme right is shown the Hive, the 
farm house which stood not far from the road 
when the life of the little community began and 
which was immediately utilized. Here was the 
heart of the community: Mr. Ripley's library; 
the first day nursery ever known in America, — 
a room where mothers could leave their children 
in care of the Nursery Group while they did their 
daily work; " Attica,** a large upper room 
where the unmarried men slept; and the low- 
studded dining-room with its old-fashioned 
fireplace of brick and its pine tables set oflF 
with white Unen and white table-ware and 
having white painted benches on either side. 

At the highest point of land which the farm 
contained (and the second building from the 
right in the picture) was built, in 1842, the 
Eyrie, a square wooden structure of smooth 
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matched boards painted, after the imitative 
fashion of the day, the color of gray sandstone. 
The house was reached by a long flight of steps 
from the farm road and the view from it was a 
delight. Into this house the Ripleys moved as 
soon as it was finished. The Cottage — which 
alone of all the community buildings remains 
today — was the next house erected after the 
Eyrie. The remaining building, at the extreme 
left of the picture, was called Pilgrim House, 
and was built by Ichabod Morton for the use of 
his family. It is interesting to us as having been 
the editorial office of the Harbinger. 

And now let us see what manner of daily 
life was led In this community by those who 
had there withdrawn from the world to help 
in the world's reformation. Emerson always 
rather poked fun at Brook Farm, though he 
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The work of the household as well as of the 
farm was organized by groups, and Mrs. Butter- 
field is as sure today as she was then that 
necessary labor can be greatly lightened as well 
as sweetened by working in this manner. 
" Let us suppose it is Tuesday," she says. 
" The rising horn sounded at five o'clock in 
summer. I often used to get up and go around 
from house to house with a peculiar whistle as 
a signal to some members of the singing group 
to sing under John S. Dwight's windows from 
6 to 7. We sang Mozart's and Haydn's masses, 
and it was glorious to hear that sacred music 
in the still, beautiful morning air. I never can 
forget it. I think it was one of the holiest and 
most inspiring things in my life. 

" Then came breakfast in the Hive and after 
breakfast our work. I greatly enjoyed ironing, 
and on Tuesday I would work all the morning 
with that group. Dinner was at twelve o'clock 
and in the afternoon there were German and 
French classes to which any one who wanted 
to study could go. The cobbler would stop in 
his mending of shoes to go to the Shakespeare 
class, making up time afterward. As a rule 
the women did the housework, and the men that 
connected with the farm, but the men helped 
in the housework too when that seemed advis- 
able. The baker was a man — Father Hecker, 
founder of the Paulist order, he came to be 
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:terward, — another man was assistant in the 
,undry and one of the young fellows carried 
ater for the dormitories. 
" I shall never forget the impression made 
pon my youthful mind, the day our family 
•rived at the farm, by seeing one of the culti- 
ated gentlemen from Concord hanging out the 
loming's washing. Yet that was not inap- 
ropriate work in rough weather for a man. 
ur women seldom participated in outdoor 
ork, though I remember that, on one or more 
:casions when help in that direction was im- 
iratively needed, half a dozen of our young 
omen did very active work in the hay field. 
1 several of tlic groups, notably the waiting 
•oups, the young men and women were about 
lually divided. Charles A. Dana was at one 
me head waiter. After washing for three 
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school for young ladies held in Fay House, 
Cambridge. In that house she was married 
to Ripley (August 22, 1827) by the father of 
Oliver Wendell Holmes. Their alliance was 
" founded not upon any romantic or sudden 
passion, but upon great respect for her intel- 
lectual power, moral worth, deep and true 
Christian piety and peculiar refinement and 
dignity of character,'' wrote the young husband 
to a friend. Ripley came of farmer stock — his 
boyhood home was in the beautiful Connecticut 
valley, — but he was a lover of books, a graduate 
of Harvard College, and he had chosen the 
ministry for his profession. 

It seemed indeed as if the life the pair would 
lead must be that of a quiet Boston parson and 
his wife, for he was soon called over the church 
at the comer of Pearl and Purchase Streets, 
and he stayed there preaching Unitarianism as 
he saw it for fourteen years. But, during those 
years there came to him a vision of that great 
truth which is now bursting afresh upon the 
minds of earnest-minded ministers, — that, 
under existing social conditions it is well-nigh 
impossible to harmonize Christian doctrine and 
Christian life. He tried to preach the social 
gospel, but his people were not responsive. 
Finally, therefore (in October, 1840), he wrote 
them from Northampton a manly letter in 
which he set forth with absolute open-minded- 
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;ss the reasons for the faith which was in him, 
id his reluctant conviction that he and they 
mid not longer work together. This letter 
as accepted as definitive by his congregation, 
id on March 28, 1841, they listened respect- 
illy but with resignation, to their minister's 
.rewell sermon. 

The compact description of Ripley given by 
Is biographer. Rev. O. B. Frothingham, warms 
le's heart to the man. " He was no unbeliever, 
3 sceptic, no innovator in matters of opinion 
• observance, but a quiet student, a scholar, 

man of books, a cairn, bright-minded, whole- 
luled thinker, believing, hopeful, sunny, but 
^sorbed in philosophical pursuits. Well does 
le writer of these lines recall the vision of a 
ender figure wearing in summer the flowing 
Ik robe, in winter the dark blue cloak of the 
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personal happiness would be to rent a place 
upon which he could live independently — " and 
one day drive his own cart to market and sell 
greens/' As a matter of fact he possessed 
neither the taste nor the temperament of a 
magnetic leader of men. 

Mrs, Ripley was quite diflFerent. She sup- 
plied what he lacked in this way. She was 
ardent, impulsive, deeply sympathetic. Her 
power of enthusing those who came in contact 
with her was extraordinary and " impossible 
seemed a word unknown to her." She was a 
tall and graceful woman with fair coloring. 
When it is said of her that, by reason of being 
chief of the wash-room group, she made the 
laundry " a place of almost seductive cheerful- 
ness," one has perhaps given the strongest 
proof needed of her magnetism and buoyancy. 

With such people as Mr. and Mrs. Ripley 
at its head and such men as Dana and John S. 
Dwight acting as effective lieutenants, Brook 
Farm was sure to be a mecca for visitors. The 
popularity of the place helped towards its 
undoing, indeed. Dr. Codman records that, 
in one year, more than four thousand people 
came out to the farm to stay for a longer or 
shorter period. At first these people were made 
welcome to meals without charge and members 
of the community were drafted to show them 
about. But when their number came to be 
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I legion "' it was found necessary to exact a fee 
Lr the food consumed, and they were left to 
lander as they would. " Yet every pleasant 
ly from May to November," the historian 
' the place declares, " men, women and chil- 
1 were passing from Hive to Eyrie and over 
farm hack to the Hive, where they took 
irivate carriage or public coach for their de- 
parture. Among these people were some of the 
idest of the odd; those who rode every con- 
iivable hobby; some of all religions; bond and 
■cp, transcendental and occidental; anti-slavery 
id pro-slavery; come-outers, communists, 
p-nitists and flulisLs; dreamers and schemers 
all sorts." In a word cranks galore. Such 
Iras Bronson Alcott's friend Lane, who was 
ipposed to eating anything that was killed or 
lad died, so ale ncillicr i 
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his own recent experiment in community 
life at Fruitlands, near Harvard, Massachu- 

Orestes Augustus Brownson was one of the 
interesting characters who wandered back and 
forth between Brook Farm and the outer 
world, Brownson had experienced so many 
kinds of religion before he " walked backward 
into the Catholic Church " that it was once 
remarked of him, when a preacher invited to the 
conmiunion table the members of all Christian 
churches, that Brownson was the only person in 
the congregation who could " fill the bill." 

Brownson it was who brought to the farm 
Isaac Hecker, — already referred to as the 
family baker, — who became the head of the 
Paulists and, in his day, the best interpreter 
of the Roman Catholic Church to the cool- 
headed practical American. His sojourn at 
Brook Farm may very well be credited in 
tracing out the influences which made him 
what he was. " To leave this place is to me a 
great sacrifice," he wrote as he was going away. 
" I have been much refined by being here." 
Hecker was a " partial " boarder when he first 
entered Brook Farm; he paid four dollars a 
week and gave his services as a baker in ex- 
change for instruction in German, philosophy, 
French and music. Later he became a " full " 
boarder, paying for the greater freedom five 
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dollars and a half a week. Hecker was of the 
Grahamites, while at the Farm. In the dining- 
room there was always one table of vegetarians 
— those who used no flesh meats and generally 
no tea or coflFee, who were, in fact, followers 
of the dietary principles of Dr. Sylvester 
Graham, whose name is still connected with 
bread made of unbolted flour because it was by 
him considered the very perfection of human 
food. When the plans for the Phalanstery — the 
large house which was destroyed by fire before 
it was completed — came to be made, it was 
decided that those at the Graham tables should 
be given board at a less price than the others, 
because their food was less expensive. 

The burning of the Phalanstery (March 3, 
1846) marked an epoch at Brook Farm. For 
a long time accommodations had been insu£S- 
cient and high hopes were placed upon what 
might be accomplished when this large, roomy 
building should be available for lodging and 
assembly purposes. By those who wished to 
swing the Community into line with Fourier- 
ism the central house was deemed especially 
desirable, and when it seemed impossible to get 
together the seven thousand dollars which had 
been lost through the fire their enthusiasm 
dwindled gradually away. Writers on Brook 
Farm are agreed that the cause of the Com- 
munity's failure was its advocacy of this as- 
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sociationist doctrine as preached by Albert 
Brisbane, and that the occasion to which dampen- 
ing of enthusiasm may be traced is the burning 
of the Phalanstery, the outward and visible 
sign of Fourierism. 

When Charles Fourier, the son of a French 
linen draper, died in 1837, his theories were not 
well known in this country. But Albert Bris- 
bane got hold of them in England, converted 
Horace Greeley to them, and, through Greeley, 
who took a very deep and real interest in Brook 
Farm, foisted them upon the Brook Farm 
Community. The old slander that Brook Farm 
was a " regular free love institution '' now 
began to be repeated in the religious press as 
well as from mouth to mouth. And unfor- 
tunately there was just one little remark which 
Fourier had once made which could be inter- 
preted as condoning irregularity in some cases. 
In his study of human nature he believed he had 
discovered inherently inconstant natures, ex- 
ceptional men and women who cannot be con- 
stant to one idea, one hope or one love; and 
believing this inconstancy to be a normal 
trait of character with some persons, who are 
exceptions to the general rule, he simply ac- 
knowledged the fact and speculated on the 
result and the position such persons would have 
in the future ideal society. " But," he said 
very unmistakably, ** the man has no claim 
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Sand's " Consuelo," contributed by Francis 
Gould Shaw, a neighbor and very kind friend 
of the Brook Farmers. Dr. Codman recalls that 
Mr. Shaw, on his horse, with his young son, a 
tiny little fellow, on a pony by his side, often 
galloped over to the Farm to call. The " little 
fellow" is now commemorated in Boston's beau- 
tiful Shaw Memorial, opposite the State House. 

Another West Roxbury neighbor whom those 
at the Farm were always glad to welcome was 
Theodore Parker. Parker was a warm friend 
of Ripley, and as he was then having troubles 
and religious perplexities of his own it is prob- 
able that he found it a great comfort to tramp 
two miles across the fields and talk things 
over with^ one who had been through the mill. 
On Sundays some members of the Community 
would usually turn out to hear Parker preach. 

Sunday was a delightful day at the Com- 
munity. Hawthorne has reproduced for us 
something of its flavor in his talk about Eliot's 
pulpit in The Blithedale Romance, and Dr. 
Codman has given us a charming snapshot 
description of a certain occasion when William 
Henry Channing held a religious service in the 
nearby beautiful pine woods and his hearers, 
Jike the Pilgrims and reformers of old,^ raised 
their voices in hymns of praise and listened to 
a sermon of hopefulness. That must have been 
a thrilling moment when Channing bade the 
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sweetheart at the sink. Of love-making there 
was quite a little. No less than fourteen 
happy marriages may be traced to acquaintance 
begun there. Dr. Codman thinks this was due, 
in part, to the fact that the girls in their neat 
costumes — very like that afterwards associated 
with Mrs. Bloomer — never looked anything 
but attractive. The men must have made a 
fine appearance, too, in their timics of brown 
linen or Rob Roy flannel. 

Yet since the financial conditions for marriage 
were not inviting, only one imion was consum- 
mated at the Farm. This was the wedding of 
Dwight's sister, Marianne, to John Orvis. Rev. 
W. H. Channing tied the knot, and the usually 
eloquent D wight made a speech of just five 
words, — "I like this making one.'' Perhaps 
he put his maturer thought about what he 
felt that night into his Harbinger poem, one 
verse of which nms: 

" Come, let us join hands. Let our two flames mingle 

In one more pure; 
Since there is truth in nothing that is single, 

Be love love's cure." 

Twenty-five years had been more or less 
vaguely set by the first Brook Farmers as the 
length of time which would be necessary to 
prove their experiment a real success. It had 
been going a fifth of that period with ever-in- 
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CHAPTER m 



THE REAL ZENOBIA 



THAT Hawthorne meant Margaret Fuller 
by Zenobia is quite as certain as that 
he meant Brook Farm by the Arcady 
he so wonderfully depicts in The Blithedale 
Romance. Of course this is not to say that 
he even attempted to describe Brook Farm 
or Margaret Fuller photographically in his 
story. He was first, last and always the great 
American romancer. Besides, Margaret was 
never a member of the community at West 
Roxbury. She was, indeed, only an occasional 
guest there. Yet, so persistent is belief in 
what the world wishes to believe and so muddled 
does literary history ere long become that a 
learned German work has actually been written 
under the title Margaret Fuller und Brook 
Farm. And Brook Farm pilgrims inquire to 
this day " for the pool in which Margaret 
Fuller was drowned ! " 

Whether absent or present Margaret Fuller's 
influence pervaded the place however, — just 
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as her influence pervaded all the transcendental 
aspiration and all the literary activity of her 
time.' Necessarily, therefore, we must rdiiearse 
her story in a book covering the Boston of this 
period. The accident that she was bom in 
Cambridge, did her largest literary work in 
New York and found the culmination of her 
life in Italy makes no real difference. For the 
best that Boston people were and felt and 
thought in the nineteenth century they owe — 
very largely — to Margaret Fuller. 

Yet Poe called Margaret " that detestable 
old maid," Carlyle was similarly scathing and 
uncomplimentary in his comment on her, and 
Nathaniel Hawthorne wrote down in his Roman 
Journal a sketch of her character, afterwards 
indiscreetly published by his son, which, if 
taken by itself, would brand as arrant idiots 
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was a great humbug — of course with much 
talent and moral reality, or else she could 
never have been so great a humbug. . . . 
Towards the last there appears to have been 
a total collapse in poor Margaret, morally 
and intellectually; and tragic as her catas- 
trophe was. Providence was after all kind in 
putting her and her clownish husband and her 
child on board that fated ship.'' 

Julian Hawthorne, certainly, was not kind 
in giving to the public (in 1884) this imflattering 
estimate of a woman, long dead. Happily, 
though, Margaret had still surviving several 
friends who were eager and able to set her 
right with the world. James Freeman Clarke, 
who had been one of her intimates, promptly 
published in the Independent an account of 
her relations with the Hawthomes which makes 
one feel very sure that the great romancer 
intended only for his private note-book this 
estimate of one to whom he had been a friend.^ 
His gentle wife really loved Margaret and he 
gave the appearance of doing so. As witness 
this letter written by Miss Sophia Peabody 
just before her marriage to Hawthorne:' 

^ Dr. Clarke's article embodied, also, the suggestion of one of 
Hawthorne's intimates that the paragraph in the Roman Journal 
was really a sketch for a future imaginative character and 
not meant to be taken, as it too often has been, for Haw- 
thorne's secret feeling about Margaret Fuller and her claims. 

' Quoted by J. F. Clarke in the Independent, ^ 
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"Dear Most Noble Margaret: — I have 
now something to tell you which I know will 
give you great pleasure. The decision was not 
made till last evening; and I feel that you are 
entitled, through our love and profound regard 
for you, to be told directly. Mr. Hawthorne — 
in plain words the splendor of the world — 
and I are going to dwell in Concord at Dr. 
Ripley's old manse. . . . We shall be married 
in June, the month of roses and of perfect 
bloom. 

" Mr. Hawthorne, last evening, in the midst 
of his emotions, so deep and absorbing, after 
deciding, said that Margaret can now, when 
she visits Mr. Emerson, spend part of the 
time with us. . . . 

" Your very true and loving friend 

" Sophia/* 

If Hawthorne had always disliked Margaret 
Fuller, as his son Julian contends, he would 
scarcely have paused, in the ecstasy of betrothal, 
to make plans that she should visit at his 
future home. Moreover, the following passage 
in his American Note-Book ^ shows that their 
relations actually turned out to be those of 
capital friends: " After leaving Mr. Emerson's 
I returned through the woods, and entering 
Sleepy Hollow, I perceived a lady reclining 

^ American NoteiBooka, I, 221. 
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near the path which bends along its verge. It 
was Margaret herself. She had been there the 
whole afternoon meditating or reading, for she 
had a book in her hand with some strange title 
which I did not miderstand and have forgotten. 
She said that nobody had broken her solitude, 
and was just giving utterance to a theory that 
no inhabitant of Concord ever visited Sleepy 
Hollow, when we saw a group of people entering 
the sacred precincts. Most of them followed 
a path which led them away from us; but an 
old man passed near us, and smiled to see 
Margaret reclming on the ground and me 
standing by her side. He made some remark 
upon the beauty of the afternoon, and withdrew 
himself into the shadow of the wood. Then we 
talked about autumn, and about the pleasures 
of being lost in the woods, and about the crows 
whose voices Margaret had heard; and about 
the experiences of early childhood whose in- 
fluence remains upon the character after the 
recollection of them has passed away; and 
about the sight of mountains from a distance, 
and the view from their summits; and about 
other matter of high and low philosophy.'* 
One does not talk of these things a long summer 
afternoon through with a person whom one 
does not at least like. 

Yet Margaret Fuller had a side to her nature 
with which Hawthorne could only coolly sympa- 
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thize at best. She was a superb lover! Of her 
culture much has been written. Of her ex- 
traordinary conversational gifts the descriptions 
have been so manifold and so awe-inspiring 
as quite sufficiently to have prejudiced against 
her the many who hate " haranguing women.** 
But only in Higginson's biography of her is 
any emphasis laid upon her passionate love 
of humanity. And even there this phase is 
merely touched upon in passing because the 
task which had been set for the writer (in the 
American Men of Letters Series) was that of 
studying Margaret Fuller as a literary woman. 
Loving service was, however, far more the 
expression of her inmost personality than was 
writing or the pursuit of that culture with which 
she is chiefly associated by her contemporaries. 
Had this not been the case she would never 
have stood by the side of Mazzini, as she did 
in Italy's pitiful struggle for independence; 
nor would young patriots, dying in the hospital, 
have called for her that they might clasp her 
hands and cry " Viva Tltalia " with their 
expiring breath. At the very moment indeed 
when Lowell was satirizing her in his Fable 
for Critics as one who 
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. . . will take an old notion and make it her own 
By saying it o*er in her Sibylline tone, 
Or persuade you 'tis something tremendously deep 
By repeating it so as to put you to sleep,*' 
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she was leading the life of heroic action for which 
she had long been yearning. 

Margaret Fuller was bom, May 23, 1810, in 
a house on Ellery Street, Cambridgeport, which 
is stiU standing. She was drowned, with her 
husband and child, off the coast of Fire Island 
soon after she had passed her fortieth birth- 
day and when her real work in the world had 
only just begun. Yet the impress of her 
personality was such, and her book. Woman 
in the Nineteenth Century so remarkably pro- 
phetic, that hers may well be regarded as the 
most successful woman-life of her century, 
with the single exception of that which gave 
to the world the slave-freeing Uncle Tom^s 
Cabin. 

As a child she was subjected by her father to 
a forcing-house system of education which, as 
she herself has said, " made her a youthful 
prodigy by day and, by night, a victim of spec- 
tral illusions, nightmare and somnambulism." 
As one reads her journal one's heart aches with 
pity for the little girl who, having recited Virgil 
to her father, late in the evening, dreamed, 
when she came to sleep, of horses trampling 
over her and of trees that dripped with blood. 
Yet Virgil, Horace and Ovid were early num- 
bered among her dear friends " and reading 
became a habit and a passion.'' Shakespeare, 
too, soon claimed her devotion, the first play 
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hardly see her partner/' Again, Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, with whose class she may be said to 
have " danced through college '* — to quote 
Howells' phrase, — tells us graphically of her 
'" long and flexile neck, arching and undulating 
in strange, sinuous movements, which one who 
loved her would compare to a swan, and one 
who loved her not to those of the ophidian who 
tempted our common mother/* 

There were always many who loved Margaret 
Fuller and many who loved her not. No woman 
ever inspired such deep feelings both of attrac- 
tion and of dislike. James Freeman Clarke, 
writing of Margaret and her friendships, says 
that the persons she might most wish to know 
often retired from her and avoided her. But 
she was " sagacious of her quarry " and never 
suflFered herself to be repelled by this. She saw 
when anyone belonged to her and never rested 
until she came into possession of her property. 
This is so reminiscent of certain passages in 
Emerson's essay on Friendship that it seems 
natural to remark, just at this point, that the 
Sage of Concord was one of Margaret's most 
true and devoted friends. 

" I became acquainted with her," he writes, 
" in 1835 • . . when she came to spend a 
fortnight with my wife. I still remember the 
first half hour of her conversation. She was 
then twenty-six years old. She had a face and 
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■ranie Ihal would indicate fulness and tenacity 
|f life. She was ratlier under the middle height; 
■ complexion was fair with strong fair hair. 
the wiis then, as always, carefully and becom- 
liiffly dressed and of lady-Uke self-possession. 
T'or the rest, her appearance had nothing pre- 
'ssing. Her extreme plainness — a trick 
|)f Iiieessanlly opening and shutting her eyelids, 
-the iiiisiil tone of her voice, — all repelled; 
lid I .-iaid to myself, we shall never get far." 

Yel they became dear and lifelong friends, 
,-ritiiig to each other constantly and passing 
mg afternoons in the close intimacy of kindred 
liiinds during her frequent and protracted visits 
Concord. Emerson was seven years her 
enior and very grave. Yet to him, rather 
ttddly, Maffiarct showed herself a wit; of all 
liave written of her he ^k 
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and correspondent, and all the art, the thought 
and the nobleness in New England seemed at 
that moment related to her and she to it. She 
was everywhere a welcome guest. The houses 
of her friends in town and country were open 
to her and every hospitable attention eagerly 
offered. Her arrival was a holiday. ... Of 
personal influence she had, I think, more than 
any other person I ever knew." 

Margaret Fuller honestly believed that not 
only between men and women can there be 
deep, passionate love. Witness the following 
passages from her journal and her letters: 
" At Mr. G*s we looked over prints the whole 
evening. Nothing fixed my attention so much 
as a large engraving of Madame Recamier in 
her boudoir. I have often thought over the 
intimacy between her and Madame De Stael. 
It is so true that a woman may be in love with 
a woman and a man with a man. I like to be 

sure of it, . • . for I loved for a time 

with as much passion as I was then strong 
enough to feel. Her face was always gleaming 
before me. ... I do not love her now with 
passion, but I still feel towards her as I can to no 
other woman. I thought of all this as I looked 
at Madame Recamier." 

While sustaining all this remarkable current 
of affection Margaret was earning her living in 
the only way then open to women — by school- 
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eaching. Her father had died and there was a 
irood of young brothers to be educated. She 
^as very glad, therefore, to avail herself of the 
hance which came to her, through Emerson, 

teach (1836) in the school which Bronson 
dcott had opened in Boston, in a part of the big 
tone building on the comer of Temple Place 
Q which, until last year, the R. H. Steams 
]!ompany had their headquarters. She was a 
welcome guest at the choicest parties of which 
Joston could boast, and we are indebted to her 
or this picture of the " society " of the day. 
' Last night I took my boldest peep into the 
Gigman ' world of Boston. I had not been to 

1 large party before, and had only seen said world 
n half-boots. So I thought, as it was an 
Kicasion in which I felt real interest, to wit, a 
ete given by Mrs. Thomdike for my beautiful 
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there also. . . . And Daniel the Great (Web- 
ster), not however, when I saw him, engaged 
in an operation peculiarly favorable to his 
style of beauty, to wit, eating oysters. Theo- 
dore Parker was there, and introduced to me. 
I had some pleasant talk with him, but before 
I could get to Spinoza, somebody seized on 
me and carried me off to quite another S, — 
to supper. On the whole, it all pleased my eye; 
my fashionable fellow-creatures were very civil 
to me, and I went home glad to have looked at 
this slide in the magic lantern also." 

A form of dissipation much more in Mar- 
garet's line than fancy-dress balls were the 
meetings of the Transcendental Club and 
the famous " Conversations " which began 
(November 6, 1839) at the rooms on West 
Street where Miss Elizabeth P. Peabody main- 
tained at this time a circulating library and 
foreign bookshop. This place had become a 
kind of Transcendental Exchange where many 
who had no thought of purchasing books 
dropped in for the sheer delight that it was to 
" talk of many things '' with the keen-witted 
little lady who was the proprietor of the shop.* 
No better setting could have been devised for the 
proposed classes, subscriptions to which were ob- 
tained through the circulation of a letter setting 

^ The idea of the Church of the Disciples first occurred to Dr. 
CSaike in this room. 
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|rth " thf advantages of a weekly meeting for 
versatioii " in a class which should " supply a 
liiiit of union to well-educated and thinking 
Lmon. in a city, which, with great pretensions 
I mental refinement, boasts at present nothing 
J (lie kind." 

iTwenty-five cultivated Boston women were 

l-esent at the first meeting of Miss Fuller's 

pss, wliich soon grew to be a famous Boston 

(stitution, meeting weekly for five winters 

consider everything from vanity to soci- 

|)gy. The sessions opened at eleven in the 

ling, ten or a dozen, besides the leader, 

\\y taking active part in tlir talk. The 

td('i\s own account of the first days, as sent 

Emerson and by him quoted in the Mem- 

t of Mart/nrrf Fuller Ossoli, is as follows; 

' -25th November. 1S39. — My class is pros- 
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possible. The subject was Beauty. Each had 
written her definition and Margaret began with 
reading her own. This called forth questions, 
comments and illustrations on all sides. The 
style and manner, of course, in this are different, 
but the question, the high point from which it 
was considered, and the earnestness and sim- 
plicity of the discussion as well as the gifts and 
graces of the speakers, gave it the charm of a 
Platonic dialogue. There was no pretension 
of pedantry in a word that was said. The tone 
of remark and question was simple as that of 
children in a school class; and, I believe, every 
one was satisfied." 

Not quite everyone; not Harriet Martineau, 
for instance, whom Margaret had come to know 
through her friend Mrs. John Farrar, and to 
whom, upon the publication of the book, 
Society in Americay Margaret protested that 
undue emphasis had there been placed upon 
the anti-slavery movement. This Miss Mar- 
tineau appears to have resented, for when she 
came to write her Autobiography, she incor- 
porated in the work the following utterly 
unfair criticism of the " Conversations : '* " The 
difference between us [Margaret and herself] was 
that while she was living and moving in an 
ideal world, talking in private and discoursing 
in public about the most fanciful and shallow 
conceits which the Transcendentalists of Boston 
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I took for philosophy, she looked down upon 
I persons who acted instead of talking finely, 
id devoted their fortunes, their peace, their 
I repose and their very lives to the preservation 
I of the principles of the republic. While Mar- 
I garet Fuller and her adult pupils sat ' gorgeously 
I dressed ' talking about Mars and Venus, Plato 
I and Goethe, and fancying themselves the elect 
I of the earth in intellect and refinement, the 
erties of the republic were running out as 
I fast as they could go, at a breach which 
I another sort of elect persons were devoting 
I themselves to repair; and my complaint against 
I the ■ gorgeous ' pedants was that they regarded 
I tJicir preservers as hewers of wood and drawers 
I of water, and their work as a less vital one than 
I I he pedantic orations which were spoiling a 
el of weli-meaning women in a pitiable way." 
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mentally, not so much, however, by the dis- 
cussion of a concrete evil then existing in 
the world as by deepened appreciation of all 
that is beautiful in art, in literature and in 
life. 

One aged lady still living, who belonged to 
the conversation class, has said that the in- 
fluence of their leader's sympathy upon the 
thoughts and hopes of those before her was so 
great that, metaphorically speaking, the lame 
walked and the blind received their sight. And 
Mrs. Cheney spoke to me, very enthusiastically, 
shortly before her death, a few years ago, of 
all that Margaret Fuller had meant to her — 
and to many since. 

" Her most distinguishing characteristic, next 
to her love of love,'* she said, " was her personal 
magnetism. I myself first came under her 
spell when she began to hold her * Conversa- 
tions.' I was eager enough for any intellectual 
advantage, but I had imbibed with the thought- 
lessness of a school girl the common prejudices 
against Miss Fuller. 

" So, though I believed that I should learn 
from her, I had no idea, when I joined her 
class with thirty or forty others, that I should 
esteem, and much more, love her. She was 
about twenty-five at the time I came under 
her influence, and I was, I think, sixteen or 
so. 
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" The class used to meet in the morning, and 
ihe would talk gloriously on whatever subject, 
jerhaps Greek literature, she had set herself 
or that day. I early found myself in a new 
vorld of thought; a flood of light irradiated all 
-hat I had seen in nature, observed in life, or 
■ead in books. 

" Whatever she spoke of revealed a hidden 
neaning, and everything seemed to be put in 
rue relation. Her influence might be best 
expressed by saying that I was no longer the 
imitation of myself, but I felt that the whole 
vork of the universe was open to me. It was 
.his consciousness of the divinity in the soul, 
io real to Margaret herself, which gave her that 
lir of regal superiority which was misinterpreted 
is conceit. 

" Perhaps I can best give you an idea of 
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believe, a woman of such transcendent con- 
versational power. 

" But she was even more heart than mind. 
It is her heart, indeed, her intense sympathy 
with young women, and her close knowledge 
of all that may come to them of trial and temp- 
tation, that explains her hold today upon the 
women of this country. There are Margaret 
Fuller clubs and Ossoli circles all over this 
country, you know. 

" This is the year of Emerson's centenary, 
and his influence upon the intellectual life of 
this country is being everywhere exalted, and 
properly. But I would venture the opinion that 
Emerson, great as he undoubtedly is, is not 
loved by nearly so many people as love Margaret 
Fuller, who was in a way his contemporary, 
and who was certainly his friend. 

" The last time I went west to lecture, people 
in the most unexpected places, in Dubuque 
and other such cities, used to come to me and 
say, * Can't you tell me something about Mar- 
garet Fuller? You knew her,' they say. * We 
only know of her. Tell us, then, of her per- 
sonality, her real self.' 

" I told these people what I always say of 
Margaret, that her strength lay in her per- 
sonality; nothing that adequately represents 
her power remains in her writing. Any one 
who ever came near to her grew very fond 
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her. Her tenderness seems to me her most 
Imarkable characteristic, and of that com- 
Brative]y little is known." 
At the same time that the Conversations 
e doing their excellent work to stimulate 
lorally, as well as mentally, the young women 
f Boston, Margaret Fuller was the prime agent 
bringing out The Dial, the organ of the 
Iranscendental Club to which allusion has 
I ready been made. 

1 Emerson wrote the introduction to the first 

pmher and Margaret Fuller the article on 

Critics " and that bearing the caption, " AU- 

Bon Gallery." For two years she was not only 

|ie editor of the sheet but the alert and resource- 

' filler-in " of all space left vacant at the 

|evcnth hour. Nominally she drew a salary 

ivo hundred dollars a year for all this; 
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dinarily fresh is it in tone and so nobly does 
it present the innate right of woman to real 
fukiess of life. Because the book is rather in- 
accessible I want to quote here a few of its pro- 
phetic passages: 

" Whether much or little has been done or 
will be done, [by broadly educated women], 
whether women will add to the talent of narra- 
tion the power of systematizing, whether they 
will carve marble as well as draw and paint 
is not important. But that it should be acknowl- 
edged that they have intellects which need 
developing, that they should not be considered 
complete if beings of affection and habit alone, 
is important. Yet even this acknowledgment, 
rather conquered by woman than proffered 
by man, has been sullied by the usual selfishness. 
So much is said of women being better educated 
that they may become better companions and 
mothers for men. They should be fit for such 
companionship. . . . But a being of infinite 
scope must not be treated with an exclusive 
view to any one relation." And then she quotes 
with approval, " We must have units before 
we can have union.'* After which she goes 
on to point out that she is urging the greater 
independence of women not because she dis- 
believes in marriage but because she believes in 
it profoundly. 

" I wish woman to live first for God's sake," 
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explains. " Then she will not make an 

lipt-rtVct man her god and thus sink to idolatry. 

len .-she will not take what is not fit for her 

)m a .senst' of weakness and poverty. Then, 

yhc finds what she needs in man embodied, 

c will know how to love and be worthy of 

[■ing loved. Woman, self-centred, would never 

absorbed by any relation; it would be only 

I experience to her as to man. It is a vulgar 

Iror that love, a love is to woman her whole 

fistence. She also is bom for Truth and Love 

their universal energy." 
I How far did Margaret Fuller measure up to 
rr own high ideai.s in this matter of woman's 
Jiation to man? Did she, who we have seen 
one of the most ardently affectionate 
litiires of her time, steadfastly keep herself 
' for the higln'.st kind nf love? In her journal 
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relations was there no man who cared for her 
supremely and for whom she could care? Her 
niece has told me of a clever young Portland 
lawyer who might have been the man. But 
the first real evidence that we have of such love 
in her as she would have wished to give the 
man she might marry is to be found in the 
letters to James Nathan, whom she met very 
soon after her removal to New York (in 
December, 1844) for the purpose of connecting 
herself with Horace Greeley and his Tribune. 
Young Nathan was a Jew and it was this 
fact, very likely, which prevented his marriage 
to the woman to whom he undoubtedly made 
passionate love and from whom this love drew 
forth as noble love-letters as ever were sent to 
a man by a woman. But the letters should not 
have been published and would not have been 
had Nathan returned them to their writer as 
she asked him to do after she learned of his 
approaching alliance with one of his own race. 
That Margaret suffered a great deal while this 
love ran its troubled course is evident in almost 
every line of the letters. " You tell me to rest, 
mein Leibster," one passage towards the end 
of the correspondence runs, " but how can I 
rest when you rouse in me so many thoughts and 
feelings? What good does it do for you to stay 
away when, absent or present, every hour 
you grow upon me and the root strikes to my 
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bniost life? There is far more repose in being 

mh you when your look fills my eye and your 

: my ear, than in trying to keep still, for 

tliese endless thoughts rush upon me. 

Ind Ihen comes, too, that tormenting sense 

liat unly a few days more shall we be together, 

lid how can I rest? " ' So much did Margaret 

: wise care for this man that she even liked 

■ have him call her a fool! " I don't know 

pat any words from your mouth gave me more 

lleasure," she writes, "than these, 'You must 

; a fool, little girl.' It seems so whimsical 

pal tliey should be addressed to me. who was 

llrd on for wisdom and dignity, long before 

hy leading strings were off." 

1 And yet, though he had " approached her, 

lersonally. nearer than any other person " 
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children, dying peacefully (in 1889) in his own 
home at Hamburg, a very rich but blind old 
man. W. H. Channing, Margaret's biographer, 
once saw the letters and suggested, as he 
returned them to their owner, that perhaps 
it would be well to destroy them. But the one 
to whom they had been written thought other- 
wise and, in the summer of 1873, he wrote for 
them the preface which was used when the 
correspondence was published by his son fifteen 
years after his death. 

It appears to have been the rebound from 
this unhappy love affair which precipitated 
Margaret Fuller into the alliance in which, 
at last, her hungry heart found abundant solace. 
She sailed from Boston in August, 1846, to 
enjoy with friends a long-deferred period of 
European travel, in the course of which she 
met Wordsworth, Mazzini, Carlyle, George 
Sand and many other literary celebrities. In 
Venice she parted with the friends who had 
thus far been her companions, and returned to 
settle in Rome and work for the cause of revolu- 
tionary Italy. To Emerson she wrote that she 
had at last found the work for which she had 
long been looking. She also found now the love 
which was to crown her life by her marriage 
to the young Marquis d'OssoIi. 

Margaret first met Ossoli in 1847, while at 
vespers at St. Peter's. The following winter 
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Ibe took an apartment in the Corso in Rome, 

Ixiid (be young marquis was often there drawn 

lo his new friend by her interest in the republican 

pause, which he had espoused, as well as by 

l\hat seems to have been a very real passion on 

1 part. In the intervals of nursing his aged 

iithor he ardently pursued his wooing, telling 

IVIargaret repeatedly " that he must marry her 

■ be miserable." "She refused to look on him 

i a lover," relates Mrs. William W. S. Story, 

Iio was her confidant, " and insisted that it 

uviis not fitting, — that it was best he should 

younger woman [he was thirty and 

|hf was iR'arly ihirty-eight]; that she would be 

friend but not his wife. In this way it 

ted for some weeks, during which we saw 

pssoli pale, dejected, and unhappy. He was 

i with lier, but in a sort of hopeless. 
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should have seen that Ossoli was exactly the 
man to love and be loved by Margaret Fuller. 
A poetic face, his, in which one reads the possi- 
bility of high patriotism and of the finest 
chivalry! But he was never able to talk to 
his wife in her own tongue; their beautiful 
love-letters, which were saved from the wreck 
in which they and their baby perished, were 
all written in Italian. As for the secrecy of 
their marriage: that was because of Ossoli's 
close relation to the Papal household and by 
reason of the fact that an alliance with a for- 
eigner (who was a Protestant) would probably 
have cut him oflf from his share of his father's 
fortune. Colonel Higginson quotes a letter 
from Mrs. Story which quite eflfectively gives 
the lie to those who would believe this strange 
union not a success, however. " Ossoli's manner 
towards Margaret was devoted and lover-like 
to a degree. He cared not how trivial was the 
service if he might perform it for her. I re- 
member to have seen him, one morning, after 
they had been married nearly two years, set 
oflf on an errand to get the handle of her parasol 
mended, with as much genuine knightly zeal 
as if the charge had been a much weightier one. 
As he took it he said, * How sweet it is to do 
little things for you!' . . . He never wished 
her to give up any pleasure because he could not 
share it, but if she were interested he would go 
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nth her to any house, leave her and call again 
take her home. Such tender unselfish love 

have rarely seen before; it made green her 
.ays and gave her an expression of peace and 
erenity which before was a stranger to her." 

Margaret herself wrote (Februarj' 5, 1850) 
o Mrs. Marcus Spring, with whom she had gone 
broad: " I have expected that those who cared 
or me simply for my activity of intellect would 
lot care for Ossoli ; but those in whom the moral 
lature predominates would gladly leam to 
3ve and admire him and see what a treasure 
lis affection must be to me." ' Which makes 
ne feel how true a word was that which the 
Lmerican consul in Turin sent to Emerson a 
ear after Ossoli with his wife and child had 
rowned off Fire Island, " It is abundantly 
vident that Margaret's young husband dis- 



CHAPTER IV 

WHEN THE SLAVE WAS A HERO 

IN these present days of social unrest, when 
a compact minority of American citizens 
are sure that certain definite things in the 
government of our country are very wrong, — 
although regretfully admitting that they see 
no immediate prospect of their effective better- 
ment, — it should rebuke their f aint-heartedness 
and cheer their souls to reflect that the great 
work of that other minority known as Aboli- 
tionists was accomplished in about thirty years. 
The men who set this tremendous movement in 
motion actually lived to see their cause won and 
were obliged to look about for further evils in 
need of devoted service! 

The speed with which this far-reaching reform 
was brought about may be credited chiefly to 
the fact that God raised up for the work two 
men, Wendell Phillips and William Lloyd Gar- 
rison, who did practically nothing else but 
agitate their cause until the day had been won. 
Of Phillips I speak at length in another chapter. 
Let us here, therefore, pass at once to the simple 
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.nnals of Garrison's great life and to a considera- 
ion of the conditions which he had to confront 
iS he began his work. For he it was who 
■reated, almost single-handed, the moral force 
vhich overthrew slavery. When we consider 
he resistance which he overcame, the result 
Lchieved must be regarded, as James Freeman 
]!larke has pointed out,^ " as an unexampled 
riumph of pure truth. The slaves held in the 
southern States were valued, at the time of 
he Civil War, at about three thousand millions 
)f dollars. Added to this pecuniary interest 
vas the value of cotton lands, sugar plantations 
md rice fields cultivated exclusively by slaves. 
Vnd beside the powerful money motive for 
naintaining slavery there were the force of 
■ustom, the Habits engendered by despotism, 
jride, prejudice and hatred of outside inter- 
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the crowd of roughs in the streets, — fashion 
and the mob being for once united by a common 
enmity. It was against this immense weight 
of opposition that the Abolitionists contended; 
and their strength consisted wholly in the 
justice of their cause and the enthusiasm which 
that cause inspired." 

Of this enthusiasm Boston was preeminently 
the breeding-place. Garrison made no mistake 
in early migrating to the town which had long 
ago shown itself intolerant of oppression. Even 
in those early days when many Boston folk 
held slaves, the sentiment of the people as a 
whole was opposed to slavery. In 1646 the 
General Court ordered a negro stolen from 
Africa and brought to Boston to be sent back to 
the place from which he had been led away 
captive. In 1701 the Selectmen of Boston passed 
a vote requesting the Representatives to " put 
a period to negroes being slaves." In 1766 
and 1767 votes were passed in town-meeting 
instructing its representatives " That for the 
total abolishing of slavery among us. That you 
move for a law to prohibit the importation 
and purchasing of slaves for the future." In 
1770 occurred the case of Prince Boston, who 
was hired and paid wages by a Quaker in 
Nantucket, — Elisha Folger; and when his 
owner brought an action for the recovery of his 
slave, the jury returned a verdict against the 
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bwner, and Prince Boston was manumitted 
by the magistrates. As for the attitude on this 
pig question of the Bostonians who fought to 
Ihrow off the yoke of George III it is very well 
[expressed in the words of Samuel Adams who, 
nvith the words, " Surry must be free on crossing 
Ithe threshold of my house," declined to receive 
ks property a negro girl offered to his wife as 
I present. 

Cotton Mather, to be sure, had been burdened 
.ith no such scruples. There is an entry in 

i diary of 1706 in which he records that he 
pad " received a singular blessing " in the gift 
|of " a very likely slave," which was " a mighty 
iiile of Heaven upon his family." And at 
fchc very time when Adams scorned the gift 
lof a slave, Boston folk of " respectability " 



IN OLD BOSTON 87 

before the office of the Liberator was opened 
on Water Street; but that by no means implies 
that an over-cordial welcome would be ex- 
tended to a man who had set himself to the 
task of freeing all the slaves in the land. 
Too many Boston folk were making a great 
deal of money out of slavery and its associated 
activities. 

Garrison's father was a sea captain, and his 
mother was a deeply religious Baptist. Thus 
heredity had endowed him with strength and 
personal courage on the one hand, and with 
deep and fervid religious faith on the other. 
Three years after Lloyd's birth (on December 
10, 1805) the captain-father left his wife and 
children nevermore to return. It is believed 
that he found the temptations to intemperance 
oflfered by the seaport town of Newburyport 
more than he could bear, and to avoid disgracing 
his family, decided to live away from them. 
Thus it fell out that William Lloyd Garrison 
was early thrown upon his own resources for 
a livelihood, — and that his strong-souled 
mother became to him, while he was a tiny lad, 
all that two parents might have been. While 
yet too small comfortably to support the 
weight of a lapstone, he was apprenticed to a 
shoemaker, but that occupation proving un- 
congenial, a place in a printing office was found 
for him. This work he liked and so graduated. 
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the age of twenty, from an apprenticeship 

Ito llio pusition of a self-publishing editor. 

I The chimce of falling in, two years later 

IS'^R), with Benjamin Lundy, editor of the 

fc/UH.* of Unwersal Emancipation, set our young 

§urnalist in the current which was to bear him 

to ever-increasing fame and usefulness. 

idy wiis an interesting figure, a Quaker, 

iit) travelled about from town to town, mostly 

foot, carrying a heavj' pack containing 

Inong other things the head rules, column 

4 and subscription book of his paper. When 

' eaine to a town where he found a printing 

fice he would .stop long enough to get out 

mail a number of Genius. His writings 

;} aflame with hatred for slavery and de- 

linatinn to put it down, and when one of 

abby little sheets found its wav to 
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It immediately caused the slave-holding con- 
stituency to sit up and take notice of — William 
Lloyd Garrison. 

Lundy, naturally, was immensely pleased at 
the ardor and resourcefulness of his new recruit, 
and in order to make him an offer of partnership 
walked all the way from Boston to Bennington, 
staff in hand and pack on back. The result of 
this conference was their joint proprietorship for 
a time of the Genius. The paper was now 
issued weekly from Baltimore, to which city 
young Garrison removed. 

Garrison believed in immediate emancipation 
and wrote all his articles to this end, signing 
them with his initials that they might easily 
be distinguished from those of Lundy, who 
believed in getting the slaves emancipated 
gradually. Inevitably the younger editor soon 
got the sheet and himself into hot water. Balti- 
more was one of the principal marts of the 
domestic slave trade and Francis Todd of New- 
buryport was the owner of a vessel which 
now came to that port to take to New Orleans 
a cargo of eighty-eight slaves. Here was a 
first-rate case of Northern complicity in the 
infamous traffic, and Garrison lost no time in 
vigorously denouncing Todd for his share in 
a transaction which, as he pointed out, was in 
no way different in principle from taking a 
cargo of human flesh on the coast of Africa 
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carrying it across the ocean to market. 

law denounced the foreign slave trade as 

|!iry, but the domestic slave trade was every 

lit as wicked in the sight of God, declared 

irrison. A libel suit instituted by Todd fol- 

cd hard iiijon the publication of this article, 

ll as a trial in a slave-holding court before a 

Tve-holding jury could have but one outcome, 

Irrison soon found himself in jail for lack of 

wherewithal to pay the fifty dollars fine 

.'li upon him. 

'■ it was that he wrote the two sonnets 

.Joseph Buckingham was moved to pub- 

iu (lie Boston Courier. They had been 

rilicd with a pencil on the walls of the 

(iikt's cell and were entitled " Freedom of 

Mind " and " The Guiltless Prisoner." 

■ er seven weeks of confinement Garrison's 
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just after his majority. In the story of his 
life as told by his children, a wonderful 
four volume work which, with Johnson's WiU- 
tarn Lloyd Garrison and His Times, must be 
absorbed by all who would understand Garrison 
in his wholeness, — we are told that at this 
earlier period the color and glamour of Boston 
appealed as strongly to Garrison as to any 
healthy young man come to the metropolis 
from a small town. To see at church the lovely 
face of Miss Emily Marshall, who was renowned 
the country over for her beauty and charm, he 
even forsook, temporarily, the Baptist fold 
of his mother and the very great attraction 
oflfered by the preaching of William EUery 
Channing and John Pierpont, reformers both. 
So strongly had the joys of the city impressed 
itself upon him that, while incarcerated in Balti- 
more jail, he even wrote some verses about 
Boston Common during the festival period 
called " Election Week! " 

Election Day and its attendant joys appear 
to have appealed particularly to the Aboli- 
tionist mind, very likely because it was " every- 
body's day; and emphatically the colored 
people's." The blacks were wont to flock out 
in great nimibers from what was known as 
" Nigger Hill," the lower part of Joy Street, 
and Frederick W. G. May, years afterwards, 
sent to Mrs. Ednah Dow Cheney for repro- 



ROMANTIC DAYS 

ttion in her Reminiscences a very vivid 
■criptioii of the ensuing festival. " The 
^dcii fence of the Common from Park Street 
>r to and beyond West Street was lined 
houths and stalls where eatables and 
:;il ill's were exposed for sale by white and 
c(l salesmen and saleswomen. Even oysters 
Itht' sauccrful at fo'pence ha'penney (six and 
iiartcr cents) found eager buyers; lobsters, 
, and candy by the ton, it seemed to my 
■mg eyes; cakes in variety, doughnuts, ginger- 
lemonade, spruce beer, ginger beer, etc. 
Ic specially delightful feature was the ambula- 
slall, an ordinary handcart .... furbished 
nd filled with a tilt or hood to sliield its 
licacics from the sun, dust, etc.; inside were 
pes and shelves with the innumerable cakes 
well-bred baker then could furnish. 
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— the colored people very much in evi- 
dence." 

Just here, because of the allusion to " Nigger 
Hill/' it is interesting to give Mrs. Cheney's 
explanation ^ of the way in which Joy Street got 
its name. About 1820, when her parents took 
a house on that thoroughfare it bore the name 
of Belknap Street. Then as now it ran from 
Beacon Street to Cambridge Street and was 
divided by cross streets into three parts " which 
at that time pretty well represented three grades 
of society, tin the upper part were some of the 
finest houses and most ^ swell ' people in the 
city. In the middle part were families of good 
standing, and in this part was our house. The 
lower part was almost entirely occupied by 
colored people, who streamed by our house and 
gave us children that early familiarity with 
this race which, thank God, has prevented me 
from having any diflSculty in recognizing the 
* negro as a man and a brother.' But the upper 
ten did not relish the idea of giving their ad- 
dresses on Belknap Street so associated with 
the despised race, and they petitioned the city 
government to change the name of their portion 
to Joy. Of course the middle class are but too 
prone to mimic the manners of the rich, and they 
next asked to have their portion renamed. It 
is a democratic country and therefore the lower 

^ Beminiaeencea of Ednah Dow Cheney. 
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Friday evening, October 15, in Julian HaU, 
at the northwest comer of Milk and Congress 
Streets. The body which had oflfered him the 
hospitality of its headquarters was made up 
of avowed " infidels," men who had no personal 
acquaintance with Garrison and no especial 
sympathy with his cause; men, too, whose sect 
he had recently denounced in public. It was 
with deep shame for his Christian brethren, 
we may be sure, that Garrison accepted their 
hospitality. While he thanked them for their 
courtesy he declared his firm belief that slavery 
could be abolished only through the power of 
the Gospel and of Christian religion. 

A good many prominent Christians were 
among those who came to hear that lecture in 
the hall of the " infidels." Dr. Lyman Beecher, 
then the head of the Orthodox pulpit in Boston, 
was there. So was Rev. Ezra S. Gannett, a 
well-known Unitarian divine, Samuel E. Sewall, 
a young lawyer whose famous ancestor. Judge 
Samuel Sewall, had been one of the earliest 
opponents of slavery in America,^ Bronson 
Alcott, the Concord oracle, and Rev. Samuel 
J. May, afterwards very distinguished in the 
anti-slavery movement. Mr. May has thus 
described the occasion: 

" Presently the young man arose, modestly, 
but with an air of calm determination, and 

1 See ^. Botoiph'B Taum, p. 282 et seq. 
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emancipation without expatriation, was the 
right of every slave and could not be withheld 
by his master an hour without sin. That night 
my soul was baptized in his spirit, and ever 
since I have been a disciple and fellow-laborer 
of William Lloyd Garrison. 

" The next morning, immediately after break- 
fast, I went to his boarding-house and stayed 
until two p. M. I learned that he was poor, 
dependent upon his daily labor for his daily 
bread and intending to return to the printing 
business. But, before he could devote himself 
to his own support, he felt that he must deliver 
his message, must communicate to persons of 
prominent influence what he had learned of 
the sad condition of the enslaved, and the 
institutions and spirit of the slave-holders; 
trusting that all true and good men would 
discharge the obligation pressing upon them 
to espouse the cause of the poor, the oppressed, 
the down-trodden. He read to me letters he 
had addressed to Dr. Channing, Dr. Beecher, 
Dr. Edwards, the Hon. Jeremiah Mason, and 
Hon. Daniel Webster, holding up to their 
view the tremendous iniquity of the land and 
begging them, ere it should be too late, to 
interpose their great power in the Church and 
State to save our country from the terrible 
calamities which the sin of slavery was bringing 
upon us. These letters were eloquent, solenm. 
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support. " I have too many irons in the fire 
abeady/* was the Doetor*s evasive answer. 
" Then/' said Garrison, solemnly, " you had 
better let all your irons bum than neglect your 
duty to the slave." Whereupon, not having 
arguments to oflfer, Beecher withdrew into his 
robes of office, as many another priest has done 
before and since, replying grandiosely, " Your 
zeal, young man, is commendable, but you are 
misguided. K you will give up your fanatical 
notions and be led by us (the clergy) we will 
make you the Wilberforce of America.'* 

Rev. Samuel J. May, however, was a diflFerent 
type of man and, on the very next Sunday 
after he had heard Garrison's lectures, he 
endorsed from the pulpit of Rev. Alexander 
Young, at Church Green in Summer Street, 
which he chanced to be supplying, the doctrines 
which this new prophet had come to preach. 
In concluding his sermon he said, " I have been 
prompted to speak thus by the words I have 
heard during the past week from a young man 
hitherto unknown, but who is, I believe, called 
of God to do a greater work for the good of 
our country than has been done by anyone 
since the Revolution. I mean William Lloyd 
Garrison. He is going to repeat his lectures 
the coming week. I advise, I exhort, I entreat — 
would that I could compel ! — you to go and hear 
him." It takes a finely sensitized conscience 
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repays careful examination, was being used. 
Hammatt Billings made the final design, which 
is of exceeding interest to us today in that 
the whole story of slavery is there told pic- 
torially. In the background is seen the capitol 
of the United States, with a flag upon which is 
inscribed the word " Liberty " floating over 
the dome. In front is an auctioneer's stand 
with the sign, " Slaves, horses and other cattle 
in lots to suit the purchaser," — and a whipping 
post showing a slave under the lash. Balancing 
this — in the Billings design — is an allegorical 
presentation of life among the blacks when 
Emancipation has been declared. And between 
stands Christ and his cross with the scripture 
line, " I come to break the bonds of the op- 
pressor." 

The hardships under which the paper was 
gotten out during its early years are a classic 
tale today; but I like to rename them none 
the less. Garrison slept in his oflBce (the 
generosity of the Christian Examiner lasted 
for the first three issues only) with the mailing 
table for a bed and a book for his pillow. His 
scanty meals he prepared himself, and he set 
up with his own hand the articles which he 
printed, composing them as he went along. In 
their first issue Garrison and his co-publisher, 
Isaac Knapp, had announced their determina- 
tion to print the paper as long as they might be 
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the National Intelligencer^ appealed to " the 
intelligent population of New England " and 
specifically to Harrison Gray Otis, then mayor 
of Boston, to prevent the further publication of 
the Liberator, asserting that in printing such a 
paper Garrison was performing '^ a crime as 
great as that of poisoning a well." 

Otis had never heard of the Liberator when 
his attention was thus called to its deadly 
influence, but, in answer to the appeal he pro- 
cured a copy and examined it carefully. Then 
he had its publication-office sought out and 
finding it to be " an obscure hole *' did not 
bother himself much further about the matter. 
The State of Georgia, however, actually passed 
a law oflFering $5,000 for the conviction of 
those responsible for the paper's publication 
or for its circulation within the bounds of that 
State! 

Meanwhile, the prophet went serenely on his 
way, getting out his little sheet regularly, and 
speaking, writing and talking everywhere his 
doctrine of immediate emancipation. Many 
who believed in freeing the slaves did not 
at all agree with him in his insistence that 
" now is the accepted hour for taking that 
righteous step." Gradual emancipation and 
education the while for all blacks was what they 
counselled. But Garrison argued thus simply: 
** Slavery is wrong. Every wrong act should be 
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Loring and David Lee Child, Boston lawyers; 
Isaac Knapp, publisher of the Liberator; Samuel 
J. May, then settled in Brooklyn, Connecticut; 
Oliver Johnson, William J. Snelling, Alonzo 
Lewis, Dr. Abner Phelps, Rev. Mr. Blanchard 
(editor of an anti-masonic religious paper) and 
Gamaliel Bradford. A constitution was drafted 
by Ellis Gray Loring and Oliver Johnson, but it 
was voted to adjourn until January 6, at which 
time said constitution should be adopted. 

The ensuing meeting — held in the school- 
room of the African Baptist Church ^ on Smith 
Court, oflf Joy Street — was one which is a 
landmark in American history. Writing nearly 
fifty years afterwards, Oliver Johnson, who had 
been the youngest person present, said of the 
occasion, " My recollections of the evening are 
very vivid. A fierce north-east storm, combin- 
ing snow, rain, and hail in about equal pro- 
portions, was raging and the streets were full 
of slush. They were dark, too, for the city of 
Boston in those days was very economical 
of light on ' Nigger Hill.' But the twelve 
white men who there signed the Constitution 
of the first association ever organized in this 
country for the purpose of freeing the blacks 
were not easily to be discouraged Jby the frowns 

^ The building still stands but is now a synagogue, one of the 
32 in Boston wherein worship more than 80,000 Jews; previous to 
1S40 the family of Peter Spitz represented the only Jews in Boeton. 
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belief that " the cause of bleeding humanity is 
always, legitimately, the cause of woman^^ and 
asserting his strong desire that women should 
work with men to right the great wrong of 
slavery. " A million females in this country,'* 
he added, " are recognized and held as property 
— liable to be sold or used for the gratification 
of the lust or avarice or convenience of un- 
principled speculators — without the least pro- 
tection of their chastity. . . . Have these no 
claims upon the sympathies — prayers — chari- 
ties — ea:ertion^ of our white countrywomen? 

" * When woman's heart is bleeding. 
Shall woman's voice be hushed? ' " 

Woman's voice had already begun to be heard 
concerning other issues and the Boston Female 
Anti-Slavery Society — founded October 14, 
1832, by a little group of ladies — promptly 
began to make its influence felt in regard to this 
cause, also. Lydia Maria Child, Maria Weston 
Chapman, and her sisters, the Misses Weston, 
Louisa Loring, the wife of Ellis Gray Loring, 
EUza Lee FoUen, Susan Cabot, and the lady 
who was afterwards to become Mrs. Wendell 
Phillips were a few of those who, through the 
new organization, were soon doing yeoman 
service for the Abolitionist cause. In the sum- 
mer of 1833 Lydia Maria Child published her 
famous Appeal In Favor of That Class of 
Americans ^Called Africans , a work which 
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slightly timeserving, but I soon discovered 
that I had formed this estimate from ignorance 
of his character. I learned that it was justice 
to all, not popularity for himself, which made 
him so cautious. He constantly grew upon 
my respect, until I came to regard him as the 
wisest as well as the gentlest apostle of hu- 
manity." 

To Samuel J. May is due the credit for the 
definitive crossing-over of Channing to the 
side of the Garrisonians. The doctor had been 
expressing to Mr. May his agreement with 
the Abolitionists in all their essential doctrines, 
but his disapproval, none the less, of their harsh 
denunciations, violent language and frequent 
injustice to their opponents. To which at 
last Mr. May replied: "If this is so, Sir, 
it is your fault. You have held your peace 
and the stones have cried out. If we, who are 
obscure men, silly women, babes in knowledge, 
commit those errors, why do not such men as 
yourself speak and show us the right way? '' 
To which came, after a long pause, the answer, 
" Brother May, I acknowledge the justice of 
, your reproof. I have been silent too long." 

But after that he was silent no longer. By 
his work on Slavery, his letter to James G. 
Bimey on "The Abolitionists" (1836) and 
his appearance with the reformers at the State 
House in that same year he made it very clear 
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he was with — and not against — the 
Irk of God and humanity. His attitude in 
matter cost him many friends, too, and 
down upon his head a great deal of abuse. 
lit he did not swerve in his devotion to the 
inciples he had at length espoused. And, in 
lat day, to stand firm required a great deal 
faith as well as much personal courage, 
ant characterized the struggle as " a war- 
re which would only end with life; a friendless 
Irfare lingering through weary day and weary 
]ar, in which the timid good stood aloof, the 
frowned and the hissing bolt of scorn 
ftuld too surely reach its aim." Actual violence 
|s not unknown either. Miss Prudence Cran- 
i (JiiakcT young woman of high character, 
iiiiidc colored girls, also, eligible to 
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evils of slavery; and those who have to speak 
to deaf people naturally acquire the habit of 
saying everything on a very high key/' The 
Liberator was, indeed, "incendiary." In all 
justice, therefore, we should admit that those 
Bostonians who honestly feared lest the violent 
speech which was being used by the reformers 
should endanger the peace of the land and 
result only in harm to all concerned, were not 
of necessity cowards or self-seekers. Often their 
dissent was merely as to method. 

England meanwhile was supporting Mr. Gar- 
rison handsomely. In 1833 he was welcomed 
there with open arms by such men as Macaulay, 
Wilberforce, and O'Connell; and he became the 
close friend of George Thompson, the hero of 
the struggle for West India emancipation, — 
him of whom Lord Brougham said, in the 
House of Lords at the time of the passage of 
the Act of Emancipation, " I rise to take the 
crown of this most glorious victory from every 
other head and place it upon George Thomp- 
son's. He has done more than any other man 
to achieve it." Thompson was a very eloquent 
speaker, and Garrison felt strongly that, if he 
would come to America, the cause of Abolition 
here would be greatly advanced. Such, indeed, 
proved to be the case in many cities for, from 
the time Thompson landed in New York, in 
the fall of 1834, until he sailed again for home 
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imething over a year later, be made converts 
inumbered. Frequently those who had come 
1 scoff remained to pray, so wonderful was his 
oquence, and so compelling his zeal for human 
3erty. 

Boston, however, lastingly disgraced herself 
y her attitude towards George Thompson, — 
lough New York and Brooklyn were not far 
;hind in their enmity. Mrs. Child, in a 
tter dated August 15, 1835, wrote thus to a 
oston friend, " I am at Brooklyn, at the house 
a very hospitable Englishman, a friend of 
Lr. Thompson's. I have not ventured into the 
ty, nor does one of us dare to go to church 
iday, so great is the excitement here. You can 
irm no conception of it. 'Tis like the times of 
le French Revolution, when no man dares 
ust his neiehbors. Private assassins from 
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the Union. Harrison Gray Otis was one of those 
who, at this famous gathering, spoke eloquently 
against Thompson and the friends who were 
working with him for the overthrow of slavery. 
But though the Faneuil Hall meeting intensi- 
fied the feeling against Garrison and Thompson, 
it was not on that occasion, but two months 
later, when the Boston Female Anti-Slavery 
Society was holding its annual meeting, that the 
historic demonstration of Boston " gentlemen of 

THOMPSON, 

TBE ABOMTIOJUST. 
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property and standing " occurred. The meeting 
was advertised to be held in the Society's hall, 
then nimibered 46 Washington Street, midway 
between State Street and Comhill, and an 
incendiary placard issued that same day at 
12 o'clock from the oflSce of the Commercial 
Gazette announced that ** the infamous foreign 
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lundrel, Thompson, will hold forth, this 

lernoon, at the Liberator office. . . . The 

f sent is a fair opportunity for the friends of 

; Union to snake Thompson out." It added 

one hundred dollars had been raised to 

Slid to the man who should " first lay violent 
hds on Thompson, that he might be brought 
I tlie lar-kettle before dark." This handbill 

di.slributed in all the places where people 

; in the habit of congregating, in the insur- 
Jce offices, the reading-rooms, all along State 
reet, in the hotels and drinking places and 
nong the mechanics at the North End. As 
result there gathered from every quarter of 

town men bent upon making trouble for 
■ompson. Between three and four o'clock 
pre were, according to various estimates. 
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of the riotous demonstrations going on outside. 
But the letter was never finished, for soon the 
marauders, who had rushed into the hall in 
search of him, were kicking out the panels of 
his oflSce door and, but for the presence of 
mind of Charles C. Burleigh, would have seized 
him forthwith and dragged him out. Friends 
hustled Garrison into a carpenter's shop in 
the rear of the building and for a time he was 
safe. But the mob soon discovered his retreat 
and he was made to descend by a ladder into 
Wilson's Lane, now a part of Devonshire Street. 
Then he was seized by his enemies and dragged 
into State Street, in the rear of the Old State 
House. From the rough handling of the mob — 
they had thrown a rope around his body and 
torn the clothes from his back while disputing 
as to whether they should hang him or subject 
him to milder treatment, — Garrison was at 
length rescued by Mayor Lyman and his 
oflScers, who succeeded in getting him into the 
Old State House (then used as the City Hall 
and Post-oflSce) through the south door. 

The howls of those who had been thus cheated 
of their victim now became so violent, and their 
acts grew so alarming, that, to save the old 
building and Garrison's life, it was hastily 
decided to commit him to jail as a disturber 
of the peace, and he was quickly smuggled out 
of the north door into a waiting hack. After 
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desperate struggle with the infuriated multi- 
de, the horses started at break-neck speed 
rough Court Street to Bowdoin Square, 
rough Cambridge into Blossom Street, and 
;nce to Leverett Street jail. And there, just 
)und the comer from his own home at 93 
ighton Street, the editor of the Liberator 
snt in a cell the night of October 21, 1835. 
le morning after his incarceration he made 
on the walls of his cell this inscription: 
IVilliam Lloyd Garrison was put into this 
1 on Wednesday afternoon, October 21, 1835, 
save him from the violence of a respectable 
d influential mob, who sought to destroy him 
■ preaching the abominable and dangerous 
ctrine that ' all men are created equal,' and 
at all oppression is odious in the sight of 
id. Hail Columbia! Cheers for the Autocrat 
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the mayor urged the ladies to retire, saying that 
it might not be in his power, with his small 
force, to protect them long. This they did, 
the police making a passage for them through 
the jeering crowd outside. Francis Jackson 
unmediately invited them to conclude their 
meeting at his home on HoUis Street. He 
was determined that there should be free 
speech in Boston at whatever peril. But when 
Hollis Street was reached it was found that 
Mrs. Jackson was ill, so the meeting finished 
its business at the home of Mrs. Maria Weston 
Chapman, at No. 11 West Street. It was Mrs. 
Chapman who, earlier in the afternoon, had 
replied, — when Mayor Lyman had been urging 
that it was dangerous for the ladies to remain 
in their hall, — " If this is the last bulwark of 
freedom, we may as well die here as anywhere." 
For almost two weeks after this affair Gar- 
rison, by the advice of his friends, secluded 
himself at Brooklyn, Connecticut, from which 
place, his wife, then in her twenty-fifth year 
and an expectant mother of her first child, 
wrote as follows of her emotions on the epoch- 
mftking day to Mrs. Chapman's sister: 

" Brooklyn, Oct. 31, 1835. 
** I thank you, my dear Miss Weston, for your 
kind letter, and the expressions of sympathy 
for me and mine which it contained. When I 
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. you at Court Street and ascertained Mr. 

^rrison was not at the Liberator office, I 

nforted myself with the reflection that he 

\ retired under the roof of some dear friend, 

here he was safe. I made a long call at a 

|end's house and then hastened home, wiUi 

fond anticipation of meeting him; but 

i! you may judge of my feeHngs when my 

§mostic informed me a gentleman had just 

t the house, who seemed exceedingly agitated, 

very desirous of seeing me. In a few 

bments he returned, with a countenance 

kich indicated excessive grief. I prepared 

kself for the worst, thinking all he would 

?al to mc could not surpass what I, in a 

moments of suspense, had imagined the 

I danger might be. He kindly and feehngly 

I that had transpired, from the time 
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How my heart swelled with gratitude to the 
Preserver of our being, for having enabled him 
to pass through the hands of a mob without 
receiving the slightest injury. My dear husband 
was wonderfully sustained in a calm and quiet 
state, during the whole scene of confusion that 
reigned around him; he was perfectly collected 
and felt willing to sacrifice his life rather than 
compromise principles. The two men you allude 
to in your letter were the ones who were most 
active in their exertions to save husband; why 
they were so no one knows, without they were 
bribed by someone to do it; however, let their 
motives be what they would, may blessings 
rest on them for this one act of kindness. 

" I was rejoiced our dear friend, Thompson, 
was in his quiet retreat; for had he been in 
Boston they would have devoured him like so 
many wolves, and Bostonians would have been 
obliged to blush for one of the most atrocious 
and villainous acts that could have been com- 
mitted in the sunlight of heaven. I hope he 
will use every precaution for his own safety 
that duty requires him to, for the sake of his 
family and friends. 

" I cannot feel too thankful that Mr. May 
was absent from the city at the time, as he would 
in all probability have been the next most 
conspicuous in the cause, and might have 
received some severe blows if no more. 
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' I was glad the ladies, notwithstanding all 

wy had endured for the truth, were permitted 

|procecd with their meeting without molesta- 

; had I known it was their intention to 

urn to a private house, I would certainly 

jv-e been one of their number. 

I' The many attentions I received from my 

pnds are too numerous to mention; they 

Jeked around me, unwearied in their exertions, 

Icl rendered me every needful assistance. How 

nforting and consoling the thought, that 

? were hearts who beat in unison with 

own, and whose most fervent aspirations 

ascending to the mercy-seat for a hasty 

I speedy deliverance from the dangers which 

Iked so threatening. 

I" We are now at my Father's house, well and 
where I think we shall remain through 
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me to convey to you his warm and heartfelt 
emotions of gratitude, and the same to the 
Christian heroines of the Female Anti-Slavery 
Society, for all your sympathies, kindnesses, 
and prayers, so freely elicited in our behalf. 
What he has been called to suffer he considers 
not worthy to be mentioned except joyfully, 
for it is a high honor and not a reproach to be 
dragged through the streets by a lawless mob, 
for his testimony against the great abomination 
of this wicked land. I desire to bless God 
that his faith was superior to the trial which he 
was called to endure — that in the hour of 
peril he was undaunted and cheerful; and tho' 
I still tremble for his safety, yet, inexpressibly 
dear as he is to me, I had rather see him sacrifice 
his life in this blessed cause than swerve from 
a single right principle. He expects to visit 
Boston next week, and will avail himself of the 
opportunity to see you. He desires to be 
remembered, with all respect and esteem, to 
your sisters and to Mr. and Mrs. Chapman, 
for all of whom he entertains an exalted 
opinion. 

" Remember me very kindly to your sisters 
and the Miss Ammidons, to whom I am greatly 
indebted for the many favors I received the 
day I was taking my departure. 

" I am, very affectionately yours, 

" Helen E. Garrison." 
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n-ly a very beautiful and noble letter! It 

kI.s me tardily that I have not told at 

of Cinrrison's love-making or of the charming 

will) was glad to share his uncertain income 

troublous career. They had first met in 

Evidence, just before Garrison set sail for 

and, and their attraction had from the 

Ifuining been mutual, though no words of 

; were exchanged until January, 1834, when 

■y Ix'gan a correspondence which soon cul- 

Kitcd in an engagement. That spring, on 

way to Philadelphia, the youth for the 

t iitnc visited the maiden as an accepted 

:<ir and was immensely pleased to observe 

|t slic had not " dressed up " for him! " Not 

young lady out of ten thousand," he 

|tes, ^with remarkable acumen, consider- 

life-study had been Slavery and not 
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young couple began housekeeping at " Free- 
dom's Cottage/* on Bower Street, near Walnut 
Street, Roxbury, where they continued to live 
for some time. On the first anniversary of his 
marriage. Garrison thus wrote of his wife to 
her brother George,* who was also an ardent 
abolitionist, " I did not marry her expecting 
that she would assume a prominent station in 
the anti-slavery cause, but for domestic quietude 
and happiness. So completely absorbed am I 
in that cause that it was undoubtedly wise for 
me to select as a partner one who, while her 
benevolent feelings were in unison with mine, 
was less immediately and entirely connected 
with it. I knew that she was naturally difBdent 
and distrustful of her own ability to do all that 
her heart might prompt. She is one of those 
who prefer to toil unseen, to give by stealth — 
and to sacrifice in seclusion. By her unwearied 
attention to my wants, her sympathetic regards, 
her perfect equanimity of mind, and her sweet 
and endearing manners, she is no trifling support 
to abolitionism, inasmuch as she lightens my 
labors and enables me to find exquisite delight in 
the family circle, as an oflFset to public adversity." 
One of the most striking things in connection 
with the anti-slavery struggle was the coterie 

^ There are five lai^ge volumes of MS. letters by Garrison and 
twenty-one volumes of letters to him in the archives of the Boston 
Public Library, the gift to that institution of Garrison's children. 
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Ibcautiful and gifted women who gave them- 

■e.-i whole-heartedly to the cause. In Boston 

there were enough of these to make an 

Jposing array, and when, to reinforce their 

liks. there came from Philadelphia such 

|Tiien as Angelina and Sarah Grimk^ and 

England such as Harriet Martineau and 

ly Keinhle ' the movement was sure to 

■ headway apace. Many of the women 

jrkers In the anti-slavery cause grew to know 

liniately otlier women who had been slaves 

1 so were moved by personal interest as well 

liy principle to strike down the accursed 

11^'. Mrs. Cheney tells of her warm sympathy 

Harriet Jacobs, who was born a slave in 

Irth Carolina and who suffered in her own 

f.son all the terrible evils to which beautiful 

girls who were house servants were 
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boarding-house at Cambridge for Harvard stu- 
dents. Harriet Tubman, whose story has been 
told by Sarah H. Bradford, and Ellen Craft, a 
light mulatto woman, who escaped disguised as 
a young Southern planter, bringing her husband 
with her in the character of her body servant, 
likewise moved by their personal narrations the 
hearts and consciences of all who heard them, 
especiaUy those " devout women not a few " 
who were already alive to the terrible wickedness 
of slavery. 

Angelina Grimk6, daughter of a Southern 
slave-owner, soon had an appalling example of 
that wickedness brought to her very door, — 
and she met the situation like the heroic creature 
that she was. Seeing in an anti-slavery paper 
(after the war) aUusions to the academic honors 
being won at Lincoln University by two young 
colored men of her family name, she opened a 
correspondence with the youths, thinking they 
might be ex-slaves of one of her brothers. 
She found that they were the sons as well as 
former slaves of her favorite brother, who had 
recently died! Immediately she went south to 
see them at their school, acknowledged to 
their professors ' the relationship of the young 
men and their claim upon her, invited them to 
visit her at her home in Hyde Park (she had 
by this time married Theodore Weld, an 
abolitionist like herself) and there introduced 



and religion " which she sole 
them as their duty. 

No one felt the horror o 
situation more than Harriet 
was the heroine of the adj< 
the Boston Female Anti-Slai; 
came on November 19 at th 
Jackson, and the modest littl 
she then declared her entire s 
cause of the Abolitionists bi 
her head a tide of denunciati( 
than that to which George ' 
had been subjected. Soci 
henceforth her lot in Bostc 
experience at the hands of th( 
her book The Martyr Age i 
did much to bind the hearts < 
in England to the friends of 
side of the water. 

Another woman who by 1 
rendered very valuable servi( 
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Boston merchant. Mrs. Chapman wa^ a lady 
of Mayflower lineage, of European culture, of 
very unusual beauty and of great social charm. 
When she espoused the unpopular cause of the 
negro and set herself to work early and late at 
whatever task would help Garrison, Boston 
society was frankly disgusted. Lowell has 
described Mrs. Chapman as 

** A noble woman, brave and apt, 
Cumsean sibyl not more rapt. 
Who might, with those fair tresses shorn. 
The Maid of Orleans' casque have worn; 
Herself the Joan of our Arc 
For every shaft a shining mark." 

The picture of her that I like best is, however, 
that given by Miss Martineau in the following 
paragraph : 

" When I was putting on my shawl upstairs, 
Mrs. Chapman came to me, bonnet in hand, to 
say, * You know we are threatened with a mob 
again to-day; but I do not myself much appre- 
hend it. It must not surprise us; but my hopes 
are stronger than my fears.' I hear now, as I 
write, the clear silvery tones of her who was 
to be the friend of the rest of my life. I still 
see the exquisite beauty which took me by 
surprise that day, — the slender, graceful form; 
the golden hair which might have covered her 
to her feet; the brilliant complexion, noble 
profile, and deep blue eyes; the aspect, meant 



tears. 

Mrs. Chapman's husban 
Ann Terry Greene, the Ia< 
become Mrs. WendeU Phi] 
girl it was who won to th 
tionists its most valuable 
at the Chapmans' fireside, 
had gone to call on Miss 
most gifted spokesman of 
the first time him who hac 
champion — another illust 
truth that it is love which 
round. 

For many years Mrs. 
prime mover in the annw 
by means of which funds h 
of the Society were raised, 
circle of acquaintance she 
for the tables many contrih 
— odd and beautiful thing 
be purchased at no Bostoi 
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tions: " To-day has been the day for the 
Ladies' Fair — but not so bright and fair out 
of doors as within doors. The Fair was held 
at the house of Mr. Chapman's father in 
Chauncey Place, in two large rooms. Perhaps 
there were not quite so many things prepared 
as last year but the assortment was nevertheless 
various. There were several tables, as usual, 
which were under the superintendence of the 
Misses Weston, The Misses Ammidon, Miss 
Paul, Miss Chapman, Mrs. Sargent (who by 
the way spoke in the kindest manner of you), 
and one or two other persons whom I did not 
know. I bought a few things, and had one or 
two presents for Mrs. Garrison. . . . Our friend 
Sewall's * intended,' Miss Winslow, is now in 
the city and was at the Fair today with two 
q[>arkling eyes and a pleasant countenance. 
How soon the marriage knot is to be tied, I 
cannot find out. Don't you think they are 
unwise not to hasten matters? . . . This eve- 
ning I took tea at Mr. Loring's. . . . His amiable 
wife was at the Fair selling and buying and 
giving away 'with her characteristic assiduity 
and liberality. Both of them were very kind 
in their inquiries after my wife. This forenoon 
bro. May and myself, by express invitation, 
visited Miss Martineau at Mr. Gannett 's house. 
The interview was very agreeable and satis- 
factory to me. She is a fine woman." Miss 



time (on March 4, 1836) c 
whether citizens of non-slav 
might or might not write an 
slavery. " While the conmiiti 
" were, with ostentatious neg 
the Abolitionists waiting, thej; 
business was a prelude to life 
earnestly consulting in groups, 
end of the chamber Garriso] 
somewhat nearer, Dr. Follen '. 
all over, and a deeper earnest 
overspreading his serene and c 
tenance. In consultation witi 
Gray Loring, only too frail in 
a face radiant with inward lig] 
May and Goodell and Sewall ai 
and many an anxious wife, . 
looking down from the gallery. 
" During the suspense the d 
Dr. Channing entered, — one o] 
who could, on that wintry i 
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and then walked the whole length of the room 
and was immediately seen shaking hands with 
Garrison. A murmur ran through the gallery 
and a smile went round the chamber. Mrs. 
Chapman whispered to her next neighbor, 
^ Righteousness and peace have kissed each 
other! ' Garrison, the dauntless Garrison, 
turned pale as ashes and sank down on a seat. 
Dr. Channing had censured the Abolitionists 
in his pamphlet on Slavery; Garrison had, in 
the Liberator y rejected the censure; and here 
they were shaking hands in the Senate chamber. 
Dr. Channing sat behind the speakers, handing 
them notes, and most obviously affording them 
his countenance, so as to be from that day 
considered by the world as an accession to 
their principles, though not to their organized 
body." 

From this time on, events in anti-slavery 
circles moved swiftly. In February, 1837, a 
woman for the first time spoke on the subject 
at a State House hearing, the lady thus dis- 
tinguished being the gifted Angelina Grimk6, 
who laid down the important and far-reaching 
axiom that " Whatever is morally right for a 
man to do is morally right for a woman to 
do." She added that she recognized no rights 
but human rights and that, in her opinion, 
the time had gone by for woman to be " a second 
hand agent in regenerating the world ! " Inas- 
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much as many of the most valued workers for 
the anti-slavery cause had long been women it 
was considered by the Abolitionists very fitting 
that this woman, who knew slavery from 
intimate childhood association, and whose pow- 
ers as a speaker were soon famed throughout 
the country, should appear at a Boston hearing. 
But the other side did not enjoy the innovation. 
Lydia Maria Child has thus described the 
scene: 

" The house was full to overflowing. For a 
moment her sense of the responsibility resting 
on her seemed almost to overwhelm her. She 
trembled and grew pale. But this passed 
quickly and she went on to speak gloriously, 
showing, in utter forgetfulness of herself, her 
own earnest faith in every word she uttered, 
* Whatever comes from the heart goes to the 
heart/ I believe she made a very powerful 
impression on the audience. Boston, like other 
cities is very far behind the country towns on 
this subject; so much so that it is getting to 
be Boston vs. Massachusetts, as the lawyers 
say. The Boston members of the legislature 
tried hard to prevent her having a hearing on 
the second day. Among other things, they said 
such a crowd was attracted by curiosity, that 
the galleries were in danger of breaking down, 
though in fact they are constructed with 
remarkable strength. A member from Salem, 
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perceiving their drift, wittily proposed * that 
a committee be appointed to examine the 
foundations of the State House of Massa- 
chusetts to see whether it will bear another 
lecture from Miss Grimke/ " 

One interesting result of the increasing ac- 
tivity of women in Massachusetts was the 
famous Pastoral Letter of the " General Associa- 
tion of Massachusetts to the Churches Under 
Its Care," an appeal which, after deploring 
the slavery agitation generally, invited atten- 
tion particularly " to the dangers which at 
present (1837) seem to threaten the female 
character with widespread and permanent in- 
jury." The author of this " bull," issued while 
the Massachusetts Orthodox churches were in 
session at Brookfield, was Rev. Dr. Nehemiah 
Adams, of Boston, who earned for himself, 
by his truckling to the slave power, the sobriquet 
of " Southside Adams." This gentleman shows 
himself in his " Letter " immensely solicitous 
for the beautiful bloom of womanhood. " If 
the vine whose strength and beauty is to lean 
upon the trellis-work and half conceal its 
clusters thinks to assume the independence and 
the overshadowing nature of the elm, it will 
not only cease to bear fruit," he declares, 
** but will fall in shame and dishonor to the 
dust. We cannot, therefore, but regret the 
mistaken conduct of those who encourage 



Souls," and signed " The L 
While from J. G. Whittier 
verses beginning: 

" So, this is all, — the utmost n 

Of priestly power the mind 

When laymen think — when ^ 

A war of words — a Pastort 

" A Pastoral Letter, grave and t 

Alas! in hoof and horns and 

How different is your Brookfit 

From him who bellows frotE 

" But ye, who scorn the thrillini 

Of Carolina's high-souled di 

Which echoes here the raoumfi 

Of sorrow from Edisto's wa1 

Close while ye may the public 

With malice vex, with stand 

The pure and good shall thronj 

And tried and manly hearts 

These last lines were pre 
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to enlarge their meetings and to win to their 
side converts of greater power than any they 
had yet known. 

Chief of these was Wendell Phillips, who 
from 1837 on was the spokesman par excellence 
of the anti-slavery forces. Mr. Phillips' con- 
version to the cause came, as has been already 
said, through Miss Ann Terry Greene, whom he 
married on October 12, 1837. Ere their honey- 
moon was over, both were inexpressibly shocked 
by the news that Rev. Elijah P. Lovejoy, a 
Presbyterian clergyman of New England birth, 
who in the church organ of which he was 
editor had condemned the barbarous burning 
of a negro by a band of lynchers, had been 
himself shot down by a mob while in the act 
of defending his press from the violence of 
marauders. The South openly exulted over 
this appalling act. The North condemned the 
mob but lamented the " imprudence " of the 
victim. A petition signed by Dr. Channing 
and others, asking that Faneuil Hall might be 
assigned them for a meeting in which to protest 
against this violation of the principles of liberty, 
was rejected by the Boston authorities. Where- 
upon Dr. Channing issued an appeal to the 
citizens of Boston, calling upon them to reverse 
this action of the municipal government. Simul- 
taneously, a meeting at the Supreme Court 
room, presided over by George W. Bond, 



Dr. Channing made an impre; 
which he showed how the rig! 
had been violated by the mui 
Benjamin F. Hallett and Ge 
followed in much the same i 
speaker was James Tricothic 1 
ioner of Dr. Channing's but oi 
saintly man little credit in th 
now to set forth. For, declarii 
died " as the fool dieth " and tl 
had killed him were as great p 
who threw the tea into Boston 
soon drawn to applauding apj 
number of those unthinking ar 
who had come to the meetin, 
hoped to prevent the passage of 
and so clog the progress of the 
whose power they were beginni 
Wendell Phillips had, until thi 
standing on the floor with the 
but he now leaped upon the pla 
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" the gentleman lay down principles which 
placed the murderers of Alton side by side with 
Otis and Hancock, with Quincy and Adams, I 
thought those pictured lips," pointing to their 
portraits, " would have broken into voice to 
rebuke the recreant American, the slanderer 
of the dead/' And then followed a marvellous 
speech of which Oliver Johnson, who heard it, 
has said, " Never before did the walls of the 
old * Cradle of Liberty ' echo to a finer strain 
of eloquence. It was a speech to which not even 
the completest report could do justice . . . and 
the reporter [present] caught only a pale reflec- 
tion of what fell from the orator's lips." 

Yet it is a good speech to read even in its 
imperfect form. Mr. Austin had said that 
Lovejoy had acted with imprudence, and Phil- 
lips caught this up. " Imprudent to defend 
the liberty of the press! Why? Because the 
defence was unsuccessful? Does success gild 
crime into patriotism and want of it change 
heroic self-devotion to imprudence? Was 
Hampden imprudent when he drew the sword 
and threw away the scabbard? Yet he, judged 
by that single hour, was unsuccessful. After 
a short exile the race he hated sat again upon 
the throne. Imagine yourself present when 
the first news of Bunker Hill battle reached a 
New England town. The tale would have 
run thus : * The patriots are routed ; the red- 



Warren and his associates s^ 
a better time? But, if suc< 
only criterion of prudence, 
wait till the end. 

** Presumptuous to assert 1 
press on American ground! 
of such freedom before th< 
before the age as to leave om 
it because it displeases the c 
invents this libel on his coi 
very thing which entitles I 
praise; the disputed right 
the Revolution — taxation w 
tion — is far beneath that f« 
(Here there was a strong and 
of disapprobation.) One ' 
As much as thought is bette 
much is the cause in whi 
nobler than a mere question 
Otis thundered in this hall \^ 
but touch his pocket. Imasrii 
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And then Mr. Phillips, who was only twenty- 
six and comparatively unknown, closed with 
these words, " I am glad, sir, to see this crowded 
house. It is good for us to be here. When 
liberty is in danger, Faneuil Hall has the right, 
it is her duty, to strike the key-note for these 
United States. I am glad, for one reason, that 
remarks such as those to which I have alluded 
have been uttered here. The passage of these 
resolutions, in spite of this opposition, led 
by the Attorney General of the Commonwealth, 
will show more clearly, more decisively, the 
deep indignation with which Boston regards 
this outrage." 

After this memorable beginning, Faneuil Hall 
became, each year, more and more identified 
with the cause of the Abolitionists. On its 
platform. Garrison, Sumner, Theodore Parker, 
Edmund Quincy, Douglass, Higginson, Howe 
and John A. Andrew — to name only a few 
on the honorable roll — reasserted whenever 
their testimony would help the principles of 
anti-slavery reform and defended as the need 
of the moment demanded the cause of freedom 
for all men. 

Another Boston structure, still standing, 
which has deeply stirring associations for those 
who care about this struggle of the slave for 
freedom, is the Old Court House. Through the 
east door of this building was eflPected in Feb- 



rescue, and, in order to ret. 
of justice, the judges of the 
Massachusetts were obhgec 
this symbol of the slave-h 
even in a non slave-holdh 
a son of Boston, however, n 
mighty indignation that such 
and, on the next occasion ^ 
Slave Law was to be enfop 
determined speeches against 
Faneuil Hall and a careful 
Anthony Bums, the victim, 
happily the plan did not su 
band of AboLitionists, promii 
were Thomas Wentworth Hi{ 
Hayden, burst open the mii 
west side of the Court Hotu 
heavy beun of wood, the firi 
some unknown quarter prec 
and the rescuers' organization 

with the result th»t nrtnT "Rut 



IN OLD BOSTON 141 

on his way to school describes thus the rendition 
which followed: 

" In passing through Court Square I was 
surprised at seeing a crowd of men and boys 
in that generally rather quiet thoroughfare. 
The Cadets, Colonel Amory, were in line on 
the City Hall side, and the open, upper windows 
of the Court House were filled with United 
States marines or soldiers. . . . From the head 
of State Street I saw State troops in the inter- 
secting streets, guarding that thoroughfare. 
On passing down Water Street I found the City 
Guard. 

** I returned to the square in time to witness 
a procession from Worcester in which a stalwart 
colored man carried a banner lettered with an 
anti-slavery motto. As it neared me a man 
named Allen, a stationer on State Street whose 
brother was a lieutenant in the Boston City 
Guard, rushed to the darkey, drew the pole 
down until he had hold of the cross-bar and the 
two then struggled for the possession of the 
banner. Others on both sides took part, and 
after a small riot that and other banners were 
torn to shreds and the pieces scattered among the 
crowd as souvenirs of the occasion, and the 
members of the procession merged with the 
crowd like a * dissolving view.' 

" Another procession soon emerged from the 
Court House door, with Bums as the central 
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turc, preceded by police and United States 
[arshals, and surrounded by United States 
■oops. I was in the immediate rear and against 
le rope drawn across State Street when the 
roccssion had entered it and I watched till it 
iached the wharf, as it had been threatened 
■at bottles of vitriol would be thrown from 
bper windows upon it; but I did not witness 
liy such proceeding. If ever ' State Bights ' 
violated, though, they were on that oc- 
fcsion." 

I Miss Martha Russell, a newspaper corre- 
ndent of the period, whose heart was in the 
Jght place and who was endowed with a 
Lriglitly .style, wrote thus categorically of what 
pppened just before Bums was led away: 
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a regular indignation meeting, and I am going. 
They have not put chains about the Court 
House yet, as they did when they took Sims, 
but many people think there will be bloodshed 
before they get through. I shall go up to the 
Commonwealth oflSce tomorrow, and as those 
windows command a view of State Street and 
Court Street, I shall see all the proceedings 
that can be seen outside the Court House. If 
Boston people allow another fugitive slave to 
be taken from here, and just now when that 
rascally Nebraska bill has passed, they de- 
serve to be hung as high as were the Salem 
witches. 

" I have been noticing books this forenoon. 
Mr. Giddings, Mr. Hale and, I think, Mr. 
Whittier, will be in town this week. I hope 
to see them. The anniversaries of the different 
moral and benevolent societies are held here 
next week. I wish you could hear some of 
the speeches. I go to hear Theodore Parker 
preach. 

** Men say that he is not orthodox and all 
that; he says some things I do not believe, 
yet he never gives his hearers a stone when 
they ask for bread. He is a noble, fearless, 
but somewhat impulsive man. I care less for 
his theological notions and dogmas than I do 
for the great human heart within him. 
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himself into the doorway crying that there was 
a crowd collected around the Court House in 
Court Square, and they were about to attack 
the Court House. There was one general rush 
for the door. When we got out, which was 
not until among the last, the crowd were 
hurrying up to the Court House. We came 
up to the Commonwealth oflSce. There was 
a crowd up there but we gave them a wide 
berth and came home, meeting on the way a 
company of military. Another passed the 
house soon after we reached it. The crowd at- 
tacked the Court House, broke one door, broke 
windows, etc., and were met by persons who 
were guarding the prisoner, the tools of the 
United States marshal, who was there himself, all 
armed with revolvers and swords. There were 
some pistols fired and one man killed. The 
man killed was said to have been inside the 
house and one of the men hired to guard the 
prisoner. The alarm bells were rung [and] as 
soon as possible, the mayor was there with 
the police. The mayor then ordered out two 
or three companies of military troops, while the 
United States marshal sent for more marines 
and for more regulars. None of the city troops 
volunteered to help the marshal, but a company 
of foreigners. The services of these were 
accepted and they were quartered in the Court 
House, to the great exasperation of the citizens. 
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file city troops guard the building and try to 
Keep the peace. 

' Yesterday morning at the hour appointed 
br the trial the crowd about the Court House 
was very great; but every avenue was guarded 
Ind at the upper windows soldiers were looking 
lown. Commissioner Loring would let no 
§ne in on the prisoner's behalf if he could help 
t and so much did Mr. Dana ' who had taken 
■ the prisoner's defence, make of this point, 
pat they finally granted a postponement until 
ilonday In order that he might prepare for 
jhe defence. So all day yesterday the Court 
House was guarded, and it is said that the 
-shal has sent to Newport for more troops. 
J did not go up street in the morning as I had 
llanned, for I did not think it would be wise, 
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'' C. has been up to the square this morning. 
There were not many people about and all 
was quiet. He heard that the merchants of 
Boston had offered the master jiis price for 
the slave, $1,200, for which he offered to sell 
him Friday, and that now he refuses to take 
that and wants them to pay all his expenses 
besides. If I had my way I would take that 
slaveholder down to the old Liberty Tree on 
the comer where they used to take Tories, 
with a halter round his neck and ride him on 
a rail out of town. That would be all the coin 
he would get from me for his slave. I am 
ashamed of their trying to buy him. The 
Whigs and Democrats are as much excited 
about the matter as the anti-slavery people, 
indeed, it is said they complain of the luke- 
warmness of the Free Soilers. They want the 
Free Soilers to go ahead while they stand behind 
the comer and cry * Go ahead ! ' The Free 
Soilers have done it in the times gone by and 
they are ready to do it now, though they 
would like someone to cooperate. Mr. B. 
very much deplores the outbreak Friday night; 
he thought the tone of some of the speeches 
made at Faneuil Hall Friday night very in- 
judicious, and indeed the outbreak has done 
much to lessen the chance of the poor fellow's 
rescue. Tomorrow we shall see what will be 
done. I am to go to the office in the morning 



ROMANTIC DAYS 

t see the crowd and will write you all about 
Very truly yours, 

" Mabtha Russell." ' 



I The trifling advantages gained by slavery 

|-om such renditions as that of Burns were 

astly outweighed by the indignation against 

slave-power and all its abettors which 

i fed by these transactions. In all ages and 

■ations it has been held odious to return fugi- 

Ives into the hands of their oppressors, and no 

liatter how eloquently a Daniel Webster might 

■rpue in a Seventh of March speech that it 

|;),s the constitutional duty of Massachusetts 

Irirtly to enforce the extradition law, the 

■wakened conscience of Boston cried out against 

ch acts. To urge the enforcement of the 

Slave Law was now the surest 
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seeing either judge or jury! This disregard of 
the rights of the slave when in a free State it 
was which started in many minds the new 
and disturbing thought that, sooner or later, 
force would have to be met by force. How that 
thought constantly grew in power is the story 
of the next ten years in Boston. 



WEMBELL PHILLIPS: A< 

ALTHOUGH " agitating " 
dition in the Phillips fai 
serving Boston was. Ve 
who was to do so much for t 
slave began to show enthusiasm 
name and goodly fame of the 
chosen his father for its first 
(Nov. 29, 1811) in the stately I 
pattern which still stands at 
Beacon and Walnut Streets, T 
grew up with the historic Comi 
ground, and with J. Lothrop Mot 
Gold Appleton, lads destined, 
hold an honored place upon the 
famous men, for play-fellows. 
Hps, Motley and I," Appletor 
" used to frolic in the gallery 
House [at the (»mer of Walnui 
Streets] and I recall that their t 
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dialogue at each other. It was a fine sight to 
watch them, for both were noble-looking fellows; 
and even then Wendell's voice was a very 
pleasant one to listen to, and his gestures as 
graceful as could be." 

When young Phillips was eleven he began to 
attend the Boston Public Latin School which 
(till 1844) stood on School Street upon a portion 
of the ground now occupied by the Parker House. 
An impressionable lad always, he was wont to 
think much as he went back and forth to 
school of the famous dead who had made 
Boston what it was. " Boston boys had reason 
to be thankful for their birthright," he declared 
in referring to these memories. " The noble 
deeds and sacred places of the old town are 
the poetry of history and the keenest ripeners 
of character." Such, at any rate, they proved 
to be in his case. And the mere contemplation 
of Faneuil Hall and the Old South Church 
strengthened in him his early determination to 
be a great orator even as James Otis and Dr. 
Warren had been. " What led me first to 
observe him," a fellow-student has said, " was 
his elocution; and I soon came to look forward 
to declamation day with interest, mainly on 
his account. The pieces chosen were chiefly 
such as would excite patriotic feelings and an 
enthusiasm for freedom." Wendell Phillips, 
however, did not need to have such " pieces " 
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for him. Already he had studied and 
Imitted most of the famous speeches of 
lory, and he lost no opportunity to go where 
lould hear such speeches pronounced by the 
men of his own time and town. Like 
lyounger Pitt he made the study of oratory 
Bdiversion of his boyhood. Hearing Harrison 
Otis or Edward Everett talk of policies 
I politics in Boston was to him as fascinating 
loccupation as visiting the circus is to the 
htry hid who has been performing acrobatic 

i with the old farm horse. 
I'hen Wendell was fourteen a very great 
Ig happened to Boston; Washington's friend, 
myette, came to be the guest of the city, 
charming address made, years afterwards, 
In audience of schoolchildren in Music Hall, 
|lips thus recalled this stirring occasion, and 
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I can boast» boys and girls, more than you. I 
can boast that these eyes have beheld the hero 
of three revolutions, this hand has touched 
the right hand that held up Hancock and 
Washington. Not all this glorious celebration 
can equal that glad reception of the nation's 
benefactor by all that Boston could oflFer him — 
a sight of her children. It was a long procession; 
and, unlike other processions, we started punc- 
tually at the hour published. They would not 
let us wander about and did not wish us to 
sit down. I there received my first lesson in 
hero-worship. I was so tired after four hours' 
waiting I could scarcely stand; but when I 
saw him — that glorious old Frenchman! — I 
could have stood until today." 

At sixteen the boy entered Harvard and 
formed that friendship with Edmund Quincy, 
the president's son, which was to mean so 
much to both as well as to the Abolition cause. 
In college, however, Phillips was still what he 
had been made by the circumstances of his life, 
a proud leader of the aristocracy, a handsome, 
well-bom, well bred lad who, though dis- 
tinguished above all his mates for purity of 
character and earnestness of purpose, seemed 
predestined to conservatism and to a prosperous 
career as the defender of the rights of those who 
possessed, — and who wished to retain. Such 
a youth, of blue Boston blood, went naturally. 



LUgemer 

Story, the legal luminary of thai 
Phillips had completed his coui 
foretold for him an unprecedentet 
thinking in how extraordinary 
prophecy was to be a true one. 

A trip to Philadelphia folio 
release from studies and, on his w. 
its enjoyment, he made the acq 
New York, of Aaron Burr. 1 
Hamilton was exceedingly polite 
law graduate, showing him the 
metropoUs and otherwise making 
home. Thus it was that, when '. 
Boston for a visit, soon after Ph 
the younger man called on him at 
House and returned the courtej 
other places he took Burr to the Atl 
on Pearl Street, to see the treasure 
" As they walked down the hall 
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there. He tried on some pretext to draw Burr 
in another direction; but he> too, had seen the 
bust and marched straight up to it. He stood 
facing it for a moment, then turned and said: 
' A remarkable man — a very remarkable 
man.' " After which he wheeled about and 
walked composedly away. 

The old sign "Wendell Phillips: Office'' 
which hung outside the Court Street building 
in which the young man began his law practice, 
still hangs against the bricks of a Boston wall. 
Now, however, its owner is the keeper of an 
" old curiosity shop '' on Park Street, just 
opposite the State House, and the fact that 
he will not sell the sign for any sum whatever, — 
because of its value to him as an advertisement, 
— proves that Wendell Phillips' name is still 
one to conjure with in Boston. Seventy-five 
years ago, also, the sign " drew business." 
During his first two seasons of practice the 
young lawyer paid all his own expenses; and 
he was beginning to get cases with fame as well 
as fees attached to them when what some would 
call chance and others Providence arrested the 
current of his life and turned it in quite another 
direction. Sumner, as has been said, was 
Phillips' warm friend. He had an office near 
by at 4 Court Street and they were often to- 
gether. One day, as they sat chatting in Phil- 
lips' office, a mutual friend burst in, informed 
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^m of his engagement to a Miss Grew of 
eenfield and added that, with his fiancee 
1 a cousin of hers, a Miss Ann Terry Greene, 
was to make a stage journey to Greenfield 
the morrow. 

' But you know," he added, " that in my con- 
ion ' two's company,' etc., and I wish you 
go, both of you, and take care of the other 
y. She will require the two of you, for she is 

■ cleverest, loveliest girl you ever met. But 
vam you that she is a rabid Abolitionist, 
ok out or she will talk you both into that ism 
ore you suspect what she is at." 
ioodnaturedly, the two young men promised 
be on hand next morning and to entertain 

■ fair Abolitionist while the fiances enjoyed 
■h other. But when the next day dawned in 
Furious rainstorm. Sumner faithlessly kept 
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an unwonted response in his soul and, finding 
that she lived in Boston, he asked and received 
permission to call on her. Carlos Martyn, to 
whose vivid Life of Wendell Phillips I am 
indebted for this anecdote of a romance at its 
dawn, says that Phillips confessed, after he had 
married the lady, ** Yes, my wife made an out 
and out Abolitionist of me, and she always 
preceded me in the adoption of the various 
causes I have advocated." But Mrs. Phillips 
was never in the public gaze after their mar- 
riage, — long invalidism claimed her, poor lady ! 
For the rest of her days she was able to serve 
only through her husband. 

Phillips' maiden speech for the anti-slavery 
cause was made, June 14, 1837, in Lynn. Four 
months later he and Miss Greene were married, 
and ere their honeymoon was over he came out 
at Faneuil Hall, as has been related in the 
preceding chapter, for Garrison, for freedom 
and for the slave. 

The cause of Woman, also, was one which 
Phillips early espoused. Allusion has already 
been made to the fine quality of the women 
in the anti-slavery movement and to their 
tenacity of purpose in pushing this reform. 
It is as if they had resolved to illustrate afresh 
the truth of Luther's saying, " I have often- 
times noted when women espouse a cause they 
are far more fervent in faith, they hold to it 
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just as they are resenting toe 
of obeying laws they have h 
making. Phillips among the fii 
of the women's claim. In a 
1888 (to Arthur Tappan) h 
takably his view of this mattei 
is interested equally with mai 
wrongs of slavery; since amoE 
suffers vitally as wife and mol 
and sister, just as he does . 
father, as son and brother; 
entitled to utter her indign^ 
everywhere, and most of all 
conmiittee-rooms and upon ai 
forms? " 

A capital opportunity to take 
on this important matter no^ 
way. He was accredited the 
abroad of the anti-slavery 
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Slavery Convention. The call to this convention 
had been addressed to " friends of the slave of 
every nation and of every clime." Accordingly, 
when the various American societies appointed 
delegates they sent women as well as men, 
following their recent resolution on this matter. 
Garrison and Phillips were among the men 
appointed, Mrs. Phillips and Mrs. Chapman 
among the women. But when Wendell Phillips 
proceeded to present the credentials of the 
delegates he foimd that women were not ex- 
pected to sit with the body. This was his 
opportunity and he decided to appeal the 
matter to the convention itself. On the morning 
the convention was to open his wife instructed 
him as he left their boarding-place: 

" Wendell, don't shilly-shally." 

He obeyed her. In a speech which has 
become historic as the first ever made by a 
man in advocacy of the rights of women he 
declared that, with the delegates from Massa- 
chusetts, this was a matter of conscience. 
** We think it right for women to sit by our side 
in America," he asserted, " and we think it 
right for them to do the same here. We could 
not go back to America to ask for any aid from 
the women of Massachusetts if we had deserted 
them when they chose to send out their own 
sisters as their representatives here." None the 
less, it was decreed that women should be wel- 
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aed to the galleries only, and then merely 
spectators, not as participants in the pro- 
dings of the Convention. Garrison had been 
.ained at sea by storms and did not reach 
tidon until the Convention was nearing its 
1, but as soon as he learned that the cre- 
itials of the women delegates had been dis- 
lored he declared that, he, too, would sit 
the gallery. Afterwards he said, " If there 
any one act of my life of which I am par- 
jlarly proud it is in refusing to join such a 
iy [the London Conference] on terms which 
re manifestly reproachful to my constituents 
I unjust to the cause of liberty." Necessarily, 
vever, that gallery where the head of the 
lerican Abolitionists sat surrounded by the 
luded women-delegates became one of the 
st interesting places In the hall! 
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her father a modest brick house at 26 Essex 
Street and here they took up their abode. 
The Garrisons, the Chapmans and the Lorings 
were all within five minutes' walk, and soon 
Theodore Parker, also, was to be a near neigh- 
bor. Phillips greatly enjoyed his home. To 
Miss Elizabeth Pease, a friend whom he and 
Mrs. Phillips had made in England, he wrote: 

" November 25, 1841. 
" I am writing in our own parlor — wish you 
were in it — on Thanksgiving Day. Did you 
ever hear of that name? 'Tis an old custom in 
New England, begun to thank God for a 
providential arrival of food from the mother- 
country in sixteen hundred and odd year, and 
perpetuated now, wherever a New Englander 
dwells, some time in autumn, by the Governor's 
appointment. All i^ hushed of business about 
me; the devout pass the morning at church; 
those who have wandered to other cities hurry 
back to worship to-day where their fathers 
knelt, and gather sons and grandsons, to the 
littlest prattler, under the old roof-tree to — 
shall I break the picture.'^ — cram as much 
turkey and plum-pudding as possible; a sort 
of compromise by Puritan love of good eating 
for denying itself that * wicked papistrie * 
Christmas." ^ 

1 Memorial of Ann PhiUipa. 
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i pleasant little glimpse of the young couple's 

; together at " No. 26 " as they often called 

I their friends is afforded by this letter of 

l-s. Phillips to Miss Pease: "There is your 

pndell seated in the arm-chair, lazy and 

' as ever, perhaps a little fatter than when 

I saw him, still protesting how he was ruined 

I marrying. Your humble servant looks like 

■ Genius of Famine, as she always did, one 

I Pharaoh's lean kine. She laughs consider- 

lly, continues in health in -the same naughty 

ly, has been pretty well for her this winter. 

K what do you think her life is? Why, she 

lis out a few .steps occasionally, calling it 

alk; the rest of the time from bed to sofa, 

n sofa to rocking-chair; reads, generally, the 

^ndard and Liberator, and that is pretty much 

literature her aching heat! will allow 




From a pitotagrapli in thf pOHtenlon of franrUi Jark'nn (larrittiji. 



IN OLD BOSTON 163 

few rooms furnished — just enough to try to 
make me more comfortable than at board. 
But then I am not well enough even to have 
friends to tea, so that all that I strive to do is 
to keep the house neat and to keep myself 
about. I have attended no meetings since I 
helped to fill * the negro pew.* What anti- 
slavery news I get, I get second-hand. I 
should not get along at all, so great is my 
darkness, were it not for Wendell to tell me 
that the world is still going on. . . . We are 
very happy, and only have to regret my health 
being so poor and our own sinfulness. Dear 
Wendell speaks whenever he can leave me, and 
for his sake I sometimes wish I were myself 
again; but I dare say it is all right as it is." ^ 
The Standardy to which allusion has here been 
made, was the organ of that faction of the 
Abolitionists which had withdrawn from the 
Garrisonian camp. Phillips remained the at- 
torney-general of the Boston forces whose 
organ was The LiberatoTy and in that capacity 
he was very glad soon to be the spokesman at 
Faneuil Hall of the seventy thousand Irishmen 
who, with Daniel O'Connell and Father Mathew 
at their head, had sent over to their fellow 
countrymen here an urgent appeal to identify 
themselves with the Abolitionists. Up to this 
time the Irish in America had, almost without 

^ Memorial of Ann PhUlipt. 
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tption, been on the side of slavery. The 

Ion for this appears to have been that they 

d the competition which would be offered 

L* labor market by the negro if free. Phillips, 

'ver, by the power of his matchless elo- 

Ince, as he held that imposing petition in his 

Id, won to the side of freedom for the black 

1 this huge Irish audience all of whom knew, 

Imsclves, only too well, the meaning of 

iression. " Ireland," he said, " is the land 

jigitalitm and agitators. We may well learn 

Isson from her in the battle for human rights. 

I trust in that love of liberty which every 

lliman brings to the country of his adoption, 

|nakc him true to lier cause at the ballot-box, 

tlirow no vote without asking if the hand 

which he is about to trust political power 

it for the slave. When an American 
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stitution was a pro-slavery one! The occasion 
for this step was the famous ruling of Judge 
Shaw in the case of a mulatto named Latimer, 
who, in October, 1842, came to Boston from 
Norfolk, Virginia, and was thrown into jail 
on a charge of theft. It soon became clear that 
all that the man had stolen was — himself, and 
friends rallied to his side and demanded a trial 
by jury. Judge Shaw, however, denied this 
privilege on the groimd that Latimer was a 
fugitive slave. " The Constitution of the 
United States,'* he declared, " authorizes the 
owner of such an one to arrest him in any State 
to which he may have fled." At a Sunday 
night meeting in Faneuil Hall, called together by 
the Abolitionists to denounce this decision, Phil- 
lips, referring to Judge Shaw's ruling exclaimed, 
** We presume to believe the Bible out- weighs 
the statute-book. When I look on those 
crowded thousands and see them trample on their 
consciences and on the rights of their fellow- 
men at the bidding of a piece of parchment, I 
say, my curse be on the Constitution of these 
United States ! " The case of Latimer had made 
him see clearly that his real quarrel, in all this 
advocacy of the black, was with the old pro- 
slavery Constitution, a document which de- 
manded that a Civil War must be fought before 
it could be effectually amended. From this 
time on Phillips neither practised in the court* 
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lecause. as an attorney he would have had to 

* an oath to support the Constitution — or 

1 his right of ballot, since to vote would have 

to participate actively in governmental 



u soon as Phillips' eyes had been opened to 
I fact that the Constitution was a pro-slavery 
nent he " came out." Nor was he long 
he alone in the position he had taken. There 
i soon a band of come-outers, with Garrison 
Quincy to officer them. The question 
i raised became the topic of debate at every 
-.slavery meeting, and in 1843 the Massa- 
Isetts Society adopted " come-outer " rcso- 
lons, their example in this matter being fol- 
ded, the next year, by the societies in New 
bland and throughout the free States gener- 
' No Union with Slave-holders " was 



IN OLD BOSTON 167 

in the same year, " Can Abolitionists Vote 
or Take Office under the United States Con- 
stitution? '' is full of wit and telling stories. 
There is no better way of making plain his 
position as a " come-outer " than to quote a 
few paragraphs from this pamphlet. " My 
object," he says, " in becoming a disunionist 
is to free the slave, and meantime to live a 
consistent life. I want men to understand me. 
And I submit that the body of the Roman 
people understood better and felt more ear- 
nestly the struggle between the people and the 
princes, when the little band of democrats 
left the city and encamped on Mons Sacer, 
outside, than while they remained mixed up 
and voting with their masters. . . . Because 
we refuse to aid a wrongdoer in his sin we by 
no means proclaim that we think our whole 
character better than his. It is neither Phari- 
saical to have opinions nor presumptuous to 
guide our lives by them. He would be a strange 
preacher who should set out to reform his 
circle by joining in all their sins. This reminds 
me of the tipsy Duke of Norfolk, who seeing 
a drunken friend in the gutter hiccoughed: 
* My dear fellow, I can't help you out, but 
I'll do better — I'll lie down by your side ! ' " 
Of course, Phillips was branded as a crank 
and a zealot by reason of the position he had 
taken, and he was told that he was meanwhile 
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ng a golden opportunity to help amend the 
istitution by voting right, but to this he 
lied that he could not, on that account, swear 
support it " as it is. What it may become 
know not. We speak of it as it is and 
udiate it as it is. We will not brand it 
Pro-Slavery after it has ceased to be so. 
is objection to our position reminds me of 
ss Martineau's story of the little boy who 
rl himself and sat crying on the sidewalk, 
'on'l cry,' said a friend, ' it won't hurt you 
morrow.' ' Well then,' whimpered the child, 
won't cry to-morrow ! ' " 
\. man who would refuse to vote because 
; Constitution under which he must needs 
ircise the suffrage defended an institution 
abhorred would, not unnaturally, proceed 
cut himself off, also, from an organized 
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I belong to Thee; take what is Thine own. I 
ask this, that whenever a thing be wrong it 
may have no power of temptation over me; 
whenever a thing be right it may take no 
courage to do it/ From that day to this," 
added Phillips, " it has been so. Whenever I 
have known a thing to be wrong it has held no 
temptation. Whenever I have known a thing 
to be right it has taken no courage to do it."^ 
A man who could honestly say this when 
arrived at old age would not lightly have 
broken away from the institution through 
which so much of moral power had come to 
him. Phillips continued to hold fast to his 
ancestral faith, but he, none the less, denounced 
the Church as it existed precisely in the spirit 
in which many good men today are denouncing 
it. Yet at many a meeting of the Radical Club 
he testified in no uncertain fashion to his own 
strictly orthodox beliefs. He was not a member 
of this club, which was wont to meet at the 
Chestnut Street home of Rev. John T. Sargent 
and his wife, but he was a frequent guest there, 
and he always took the conservative ground 
when religious radicalism was being advanced. 
On one occasion, when Emerson, had read an 
essay on religion in which he claimed that 
Christianity was only one faith more, a modifica- 

* Evidence of Rev. O. P. Gifford, D. D. Reported in the Goldm 
Rule August 15, 1889. 
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of Judaism or Buddhism, Phillips, in a 
terly rejoinder, maintained that Cbris- 
ity had in it something essentially different 
I the religious experience of other races, 
another occasion, at the same place, he 
mented thus on the paper which Rev. W. 
I^hanning had just read on " the Christian 
le: " " Jesus is the divine type who has 
n His peculiar form to the modem world. 

Europe shows a type of human character 

paralleled anywhere else. The intellect 
Ireece centred around power and beauty; 

of Rome around legal justice. The civi- 
ion of modern Europe was inspired by a 
t moral purpose. Imperfect as it was and 
ted in many ways, the religious element 
e had steadily carried those nations for- 
d. The battle for human rights was finally 
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falsehood and error was nothing less than 
masculine; but sentiment is the toughest thing 
in the world, — nothing else is iron/' A man 
so honoring Christ could not be anti-Christian 
though he was " anti-Church." " He dis- 
tinguished/' says his biographer, Carlos Martyn, 
(writing in 1890) " between Christianity and 
Churchianity ; the distinction may be needed 
again sometime/' How interestingly history 
repeats itself in the case of reformers! I am 
constantly hearing this distinction made today 
by men who think the Church of Christ is not 
living up to the Truth Christ came to proclaim. 
Because Wendell Phillips was no longer a 
practicing lawyer, with a lawyer's natural 
means of self-expression and self-assertion; be- 
cause, too, he had cut away from church 
organization and the help that might have 
afforded him, he now proceeded to construct 
for himself a platform, — he became, in a word, 
that new thing in American life, a professional 
agitator. It was his firm belief that in every 
age there are wrongs which must be righted, 
and he maintained that neither the press, nor 
political parties, nor the pulpit could do so 
much towards getting them righted as a free 
citizen who should have the will and the skill 
to present to the attention of the people at 
large the particular question under debate. 
He was by no means deceived as to the diffi- 
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ies which would be encountered in winning 
erents to an unpopular cause. For he saw — 
e more clearly — that, " in a country like 
i, of absolute democratic equality . . , there 

refuge from the tyranny of public opinion. 

1 result is that, if you take the old Greek 
.em and go about to seek among a hundred. 

will find not one single American who 
ly has not, or who does not fancy at least 
L he has, something to gain or lose in his 
)ition, his social life or his business from the 
i opinion and the votes of those around him. 
I the consequence is that, instead of being 
nass of individuals, each one fearlessly 
•ting out his own convictions, as a nation, 
ipared with other nations, we are a mass of 
ards." ^ 
hilUps, however, was just enough not to 
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conditions." * Similarly, he held it to be 
unreasonable to expect of the press a loftier 
tone than that taken by the constituency who 
support it. " The moment therefore/' he 
concluded, " that a large issue, twenty years 
ahead of its age, presents itself to the considera- 
tion of an empire or of a republic, just in pro- 
portion to the freedom of its institutions is 
the necessity of a platform outside of the press, 
of politics and of the Church, whereon stand 
men with no candidate to elect, with no plan 
to carry, with no reputation to stake, with no 
object but the truth, no purpose but to tear 
the question open and let the light through 
it." 

Especially in a republic is agitation necessary, 
he insisted, in his lecture on Public Opinion. 
" Only by unintermitted agitation can a people 
be kept suflSciently awake to principle not to 
let liberty be smothered in material prosperity." 
Surely we of today know the truth of that 
great saying, first set forth at the Melodeon, 
in Boston, January 28, 1852. " Republics," 
he then went on, " exist only on the tenure of 
being constantly agitated. . . . Never, to our 
latest posterity, can we afford to do without 
prophets like Garrison, to stir up the monotony 
of wealth and reawake the people to the great 
ideas that are constantly fading out of their 

^ Extract from a lecture on Agitation. 
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nds — to trouble the waters that there may 
; health in their flow." One other axiom held 
Wendell PhilHps, agitator, was that he and 
Ihers like him should, on the platform, tell " the 
luth, the whole truth and nothing but the 
futh." Under this rule he used a plainness 
speech which often considerably shocked a 
feneration inured to euphemism. Words " with 
■hich we have no concern," to paraphrase 
Jarrie's Tommy, abounded in his lectures. 
like Whitman, he was coarse, not for 
parseness' sake but because he wished to goad 
> hearers to attention. As when he declared 
he South to be " one great brothel." or again, 
fhen, speaking of the defection of Webster, 
; said, " It is not often that Providence per- 
mits the eyes of twenty millions of thinking 
to behold the fall of another Lucifer, 
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orator lived on Essex Street, tells me that, 
though he was often at the Phillips home, he 
never saw Mrs. Phillips. Yet he constantly 
felt her presence, for her husband quoted her 
wit and wisdom to all his friends and so passed 
on to them something of the inspiration he 
himself drew from her brave and buoyant 
spirit. Debarred from attendance at concerts, 
of which she was very fond, Mrs. Phillips 
derived much pleasure in listening to the strains 
of the hand-organs which played often under 
her window, and it is said that her last word to 
Mr. Phillips, when he was going out, would 
always be, " Wendell, don't forget the organ 
money." The meals in their little home were 
always served in the invalid's room, he on this 
side and she on that of a tiny table, and at such 
times the married lovers were wont to converse 
in the language of Moliere. As the husband put 
it to a friend, " We eat in French." 

Early in 1857 a new neighbor came to take up 
his abode near the Phillips home, Theodore 
Parker, whose house in Essex Place was hence- 
forth directly in the rear of "26 Essex Street." 
Though Phillips and Parker diflfered greatly in 
their theology they were united in love of 
books and in zeal for human freedom. Their 
intimacy became a source of great joy and 
stimulus to both. Both needed it, too, for 
Abolitionists were bitterly hated by those who 
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himself) opened Plymouth Chi 
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of course) as Gulliver might with the Lilliputians. 
He had the dignity of Pitt, the vigor of Fox, the 
wit of Sheridan, the satire of Junius, — and a 
grace and music all his own." 

To Phillips, as to all other right-minded New 
Englanders, Webster's advocacy of the Fugitive 
Slave Law was a severe trial of faith in human 
nature, — as well as a keen disappointment. 
Webster had previously done yeoman service 
on the side of freedom. Moreover, it would 
seem to have been true, as Henry Cabot Lodge 
says, that " no man in all history ever came into 
the world so equipped physically to serve a 
noble cause by speech." The impression Web- 
ster commonly produced was like that made 
upon the English navvy who pointed at Webster 
in the streets of Liverpool and said, " There 
goes a king." Sydney Smith exclaimed when, 
he saw him, " Good heavens, he is a small 
cathedral by himself." And Carlyle, who did 
not too much love America, wrote to Emerson, 
" Not many days ago I saw at breakfast the 
notablest of all your notabilities, Daniel Webster. 
... As a logic fencer or parliamentary Her- 
cules, one would incline to back him at first 
sight against all the extant world. The tanned 
complexion; that amorphous crag-like face; 
the dull black eyes under the precipice of brows, 
like dull anthracite furnaces needing only to 
be hhwn; the mastiff mouth accurately closed; 
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practice much more quickly than is usually the 
case with young lawyers. But as yet he had 
felt no overwhelming interest in public affairs. 
Instead, it was literature and literary men which 
fascinated him, and when (in 1837) he went on 
a European tour it was Carlyle, Wordsworth, 
Lady Blessington and Mrs. Jameson in whose 
society he delighted, not in that of George 
Thompson or his co-workers. Even when he 
returned to Boston (in the spring of 1840) and 
was welcomed back into a circle which included 
Judge Story, Washington AUston, Jeremiah 
Mason, Dr. Channing, Rufus Choate, Prescott, 
Bancroft, Longfellow, Dr. Howe and Felton 
(some of whom were ardent Abolitionists) his 
interest in the anti-slavery cause was only a 
mild one. Always, however, he was distin- 
guished by a fine sense of duty and by an inclina- 
tion to unselfish service. To Horace Mann he 
gave substantial aid in his efforts to improve 
educational methods in Massachusetts, and Dr. 
Howe he helped in such ways as he could in his 
work for the blind. Howe, who was one of his 
warmest friends, wrote him, about this time, 
" I know not where you may be or what you 
may be about; but I know what you are not 
about; you are not seeking your own pleasure 
or striving to advance your own interests; you 
are, I warrant me, on some errand of kindness 
— some work for a friend or for the public/' 
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oratiob was marked with a certain magnificence 
which I do not well know how to parallel; '* 
and Everett said, " It was an amazingly splendid 
affair. I never heard it surpassed; I don*t 
know that I ever heard it equalled." The 
following month Sumner broke into politics, 
being sent as a delegate to the Whig State 
convention and voicing very effectively there 
the sentiments of the anti-slavery faction in 
that party. When Webster, however, became, 
in his famous speech of March 7, 1850, the 
apologist of slavery, the swan-song of the Whig 
party was sung, in Massachusetts. And when 
Charles Sumner was elected to replace Webster 
in the Senate (the great Daniel having been 
called into President Fillmore's Cabinet) it was 
as the choice of the Free Soil party, the child 
and successor of the old Liberty party, that 
he entered upon his duties. This " party of 
freedom," as Sumner termed it, was founded on 
the principle that new States admitted to the 
Union should be free States. Gloriously did 
Charles Sumner uphold this principle in Wash- 
ington ! 

In Massachusetts, meanwhile, Wendell Phil- 
ips, agitator, embraced a new cause. In 
London, it will be recalled, Phillips, at a crucial 
moment in the anti-slavery movement, cham- 
pioned the cause of Woman. Naturally, there- 
fore, he was glad, with Mrs. Phillips, to sign 
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than from men/' Only now, after sixty years, 
are women in any appreciable numbers espousing 
the principles for which that convention first 
stood, principles set forth for all time by 
Phillips a year later in that matchless speech 
of which George William Curtis has said: 
" . . . All the pleas for applying the American 
principle of representation to the wives and 
mothers of American citizens echo the elo- 
quence of Wendell Phillips at Worcester/* 
This address is easily accessible in the collected 
speeches of Phillips. But I would advise all 
men who prefer to " protect *' women and 
keep them in " their place, the home,'* (for- 
getting that more than six million women in 
the United States are already earning their 
living outside the home) I would advise such 
men and women, I say, not to read the speech. 
It will make them feel so silly ! 

When Phillips met Theodore Parker, after 
returning from the Women's Rights Conven- 
tion, the clergyman said to him: 

" Wendell, why do you make a fool of your- 
self? " 

" Theodore,'* was the reply, " this is the 
greatest question of the ages; you ought to 
understand it." 

Inside of a year Parker had not only espoused 
the cause but had preached four sermons on 
it. 
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that Kossuth, who had come to raise money 
for Hungary, should take a pronounced anti- 
slavery stand; but he did feel that this friend 
of freedom might at least have withheld sweep- 
ing praise of American institutions, praise so 
fulsome and so enthusiastic as to convince 
the slave-holders that their visitor distinctly 
approved of them and of their ways. The only 
report of the speech is in the Liberator (vol. 
XXII, p. 3), but it is well worth searching out 
there, for Phillips never rose to greater heights 
than when he pointed out to Bostonians the 
paradox of Kossuth's position in America and 
lashed with sarcasm this eminent patriot who 
was endorsing the " great American lie, that 
to save or benefit one class a man may right- 
eously sacrifice the rights of another." Webster, 
who since his speech in behalf of the Fugitive 
Slave Law had systematically adhered to the 
position then taken, fittingly did the honors 
for Boston at the dinner given here to Kossuth. 
A year later Webster was no more and Boston 
honored him in the last rites that may be paid 
to any man. Though the use of Faneuil Hall 
for a reception had been refused the great 
Daniel by the Boston board of aldermen only 
a year before, his faults were now forgotten in 
genuine grief at the passing on July 9, 1852, 
of a mighty intellect. The burial was at Marsh- 
field, Webster's summer home, and though the 
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(At the time it found its way to paper she was 
living in what was then known as the Titcomb 
house in Brimswick, Maine, where her husband. 
Professor Stowe, had lately been called as the 
incumbent of the chair of natural and revealed 
religion at Bowdoin College.) 

No woman with Mrs. Stowe's heritage and 
character could have had intimate knowledge 
of the horrors of slavery without being deeply 
moved by them. Yet, until she came back to 
New England, by way of Boston, she had not 
felt impelled to the duty she afterwards imder- 
took. On her journey to Maine she happened 
to stop at the Boston home of her brother. 
Dr. Edward Beecher. Daniel Webster's Seventh 
of March speech was still ringing in the ears 
of the people and all good men were aflame 
with the infamy of the Fugitive Slave Act 
which he had been defending. The heart- 
rending scenes which occurred in connection 
with slave-renditions under this Act were re- 
hearsed and commented on in all Abolition 
homes and terrible stories told of men frozen 
while trying to escape in the dead of winter 
through rivers and pathless forests to Canada. 
After Mrs. Stowe reached Brunswick her Bos- 
ton sister-in-law wrote her, " Hattie, if I could 
use a pen as you can I would write something to 
make this whole nation feel what an accursed 
thing slavery is.'* While Mrs. Stowe was pon- 
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pulpits were alternately defending and attack- 
ing the book. 

Mrs. Stowe was now comparatively rich as 
well as famous. When her husband, four months 
after the book's publica- -===—-—_=---_-_-. 
tion, was asked by Mr. 
Jewett how much he 
expected to receive as 
royalty, he replied whim- 
sically that he hadn't 
the slightest idea but 
hoped it would be enough 
to buy Mrs. Stowe a 
new silk dress. The pub- 
lisher handed him a check 
for ten thousand dollars. 
Yet because the author 
had neglected to secure 
the dramatic rights of 
her work she derived no 
profits from the great 
success the story had 
as a play. It was first 
presented on the stage 
in August, 1852, — and 
today it is being played 
by scores of travelling 
companies in the United States. From its enor- 
mous success, both as a book and as a play, the 
story earned vast sums in Europe also. But from 
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signed the petition acknowledged England's 
complicity in the sin of slavery but prayed for 
aid in removing from the country " our common 
crimes and common dishonor." 

Personally, Mrs. Stowe was the most in- 
teresting member of a highly interesting family. 
She was attractive to look at, too, though the 
portraits of her which are usually given would 
not in the least lead one so to believe. Mrs. 
Fields, who has written her life, tells us that 
once, after she had accompanied Mrs. Stowe 
to a well-known house in Boston, the hostess 
came to her exclaiming, " Why did you not 
tell me that Mrs. Stowe was beautiful? ** 
Mrs. Stowe herself relates that during her 
triumphant tour of England, after the pub- 
lication of Uncle ToirCs Cabin, the general 
topic of remark on meeting her seemed to be 
that she was " not so badlooking " as they were 
afraid she was. 

Lincoln characterized Harriet Beecher Stowe 
as " the little woman who made this great 
war." Before the publication of her book, 
slavery, though the question of questions for a 
devoted body of reformers, was an academic 
question to people generally. After the book 
came out it became a matter of wide popular 
interest. This interest the anti-slavery societies 
carefully fanned. Meeting after meeting was 
arranged with stirring addresses and special 
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i-slavery hymns or songs in which all could 
I. Moreover, Bostoniaus, who had here- 
jre been comparatively conservative, began 
concern themselves that territories about 
be admitted to the Union should be of the 
'ree State " variety. By the autumn of 1854 
los A. Lawrence and his associates began 
send men out to Kansas in order to make 
t a free State, and these parties would go 
nging across the intervening territory singing 
■ words of Whittier: 

" We oross the prairie as of old 
The Pilgrims crossed the aea, 
To make tlie West, as they the East, 
The homestead of the free." 

w it happened that, ten years earlier, a 
tain John Brown, who had meanwhile grown 
re and more interested in the suppression 
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John Brown's first visit to Boston, for the 
purpose of advancing his plans for Kansas (to 
which place he had gone, two years earlier, 
from his home in North Elba, New York), 
occurred just after Christmas, 1856. He came 
at the invitation of George Luther Steams, a 
wealthy Boston manufacturer whose home was 
in Medford and who had married the niece of 
Lydia Maria Child. The next Sunday, the first 
in January, 1857, Brown went to the Boston 
Music Hall to hear Theodore Parker preach. 
He seems indeed to have met a number of the 
Abolitionists of the city during his stay here 
and to have stimulated very effectively the 
determination which existed to make Kansas 
a free State. The crisis called for action. For 
in spite of yeoman service rendered by Sumner 
in the Senate the Missouri Compromise had 
been repealed and the Kansas-Nebraska Bill 
passed. This Bill provided that the question of 
slavery in a State should be determined by those 
who settled there. The need of the moment 
was that Kansas should be settled by colonists 
who would be anti-slavery men, men who 
should send forth an " everlasting No " to 
every scheme to advance the Southern interest. 

Boston became the centre of operation for the 
ensuing organization. Dr. Samuel Gridley 
Howe, who had fought for Greek independence 
and participated also in the revolutionary stnig- 
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9 of Poland and France, took an especially 
;p interest in making Kansas a Free State, 
i at his office on Bromfield Street were to be 
t those men and women who were similarly 
icerned. For while the men were raising 
ids to furnish the Kansas colonists with 
irpe's rifles and ammunition the women were 
ting together clothing and money for food 
be forwarded by a committee of which Mrs. 
nuel Cabot, Jr., was the efficient and ad- 
'able head. 

jumuer imperilled his life, as the event 
ived, for a free Kansas. At first the pro- 
very element had been successful out there — 
.nks to neighboring Missourians who de- 
irately rode across the line to vote fraudu- 
tly, to shoot and to rob. The Legislature 
ich these men put in promptly took steps 
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Theodore Parker preach it was estimated that 
about two hundred persons had been killed 
in the Territory, and property worth not less 
than two million dollars destroyed. 

For Bostonians and for the future, howeverj 
the most far-reaching issue raised by the 
Kansas question came in the savage attack 
made on Charles Sumner, in May, 1856, follow- 
ing what Whittier termed the " grand and 
terrible philippic " delivered by that senator 
against the terrible wrong to freedom which 
had been committed in the Territory by the 
slave-power. " The Crime Against Kansas " 
Sumner called his speech, and he attacked with 
special severity Senator Butler of South Caro- 
lina. Preston S. Brooks, a representative from 
that State and a kinsman of Butler, determined 
to take revenge, and on May 22, while Sumner 
sat at his desk engaged in writing letters, 
crept up upon him and struck him again and 
again over the head with a heavy walking 
stick. So seriously was Sumner injured by 
this dastardly attack that he did not recover for 
a number of years; but the most important 
result of it all was the indignation which was 
everywhere fomented in the North against 
the South by a sympathy for Brooks which was 
shown by returning him again to Washington. 
Nothing that had occurred before the outbreak 
of the war did more to estrange the two sections 
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in this. Sumner magnanimously charged 
! whole thing up where it belonged — to the 
veholders of the South. Years afterward, 
en walking with George William Curtis in 
! Congresaional Cemetery, his attention was 
led to the cenotaph of Brooks, which he had 
: seen. " How do you feel about Brooks? " 
rtis asked him. " Only as to a brick that 
luld fall upon my head from a chimney," 
ne the reply. " He was the unconscious 
!nt of a malign power." 

That power was soon to array itself definitively 
linst the North. And it was through Kansas, 
ingly enough, that the long-delayed struggle 
s precipitated. For John Brown, as has been 
J, was the soul of the organization through 
ich it was ere long recognized that slaves 
lid not be held in Kansas. And from Brown's 



CHAPTER VI 

THEODORE PARKER AND HIS MUSIC HALL PULPIT 

W] have already seen that during John 
Brown's momentous first visit to Boston 
he went to Music Hall to hear Theo- 
dore Parker preach. Who else was hearing 
Parker? And how did it happen that this 
greatest of Boston Radicals was to be enjoyed 
on Sundays, only in a hall which had been 
built for concert purposes? 

The answer to these two questions should 
contain matter of deep interest to us who are 
now following causes and currents in nine- 
teenth century Boston. For Theodore Parker 
is one of Boston's most distinguished sons, 
though he was bom not in Boston but near by 
in Lexington, and though Boston early repudi- 
ated him. His grandfather, John Parker, was 
that captain of minute men who commanded 
his band of followers, " Don't fire unless fired 
upon; but if they mean to have a war, let it 
begin here ! " The grandson was to take a 
similarly indomitable tone concerning resistance 
to the slave power and to theological tyranny. 
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vn the mother's side there was good stock, 

" For she was," wrote her famous son 

hat autobiography which, unhappily, is 

a fragment, " eminently a religious 

Jnan. . . . She saw Him in the rainbow, and 

■he drops of rain which helped to compose 

i they fell into the muddy ground, to come 

s and trees and corn and flowers. She 

a deep and still delight in silent prayer. 

The more spiritual part of the Bible 

pied her favorite reading; the dark theology 

' times seems not to have stained her soul 



it was a goodly heritage which Parker 

in the predispositions of his character. 

Iva.s, however, his sole heritage. His father 

hd not afford to support him at Harvard 

(which the lad had entered without 
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Writing Dr. Howe in 1860 he describes 
vividly his early experience in the city he was 
to help make famous. ^ "A raw boy with clothes 
made by country tailors, coarse shoes, great 
hands, red lips, and blue eyes, I went to serve 
in a private school, where for fifteen dollars a 
month and my board I taught Latin, Greek, 
subsequently French (!) and mathematics and 
all sorts of philosophy. ... I taught in the 
school six hours a day and from May to Sep- 
tember seven; but I had always from ten to 
twelve hours a day for my own private studies 
out of school. . . . Judge if I did not work: 
it makes my flesh creep to think how I used to 
work, and how much I learned that year and 
the four next. . . . Oh, that I had known the 
art of life, or found some man to tell me how 
to livCy to study y to take exercise. . . . But I 
found none, and so here I am." John White 
Chadwick, who has written an admirable life 
of Theodore Parker, calls attention to the self- 
conscious note in this. The lad from Lexington 
seems, indeed, to have been an introspective 
person and one who, though gay, was not very 
happy. Very likely this was due to the hard- 
ships he had endured and to his loneliness 

^ Culture then came cheap in Boston. In the papers for that 
year may be foimd the advertisements for the Boston Lyceum 
course of lectures, held Thursday evenings at 7 in the Masonic 
Temple. The price for 22 lectures was $2 (minors under eighteen 
$1) . Rev. Lyman Beecher was the first speaker in the aeriet. 
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iring those early formative years in Boston. 

1 through his life he studied too 'hard and too 
:e. During that first Boston year he read all of 
jmer and much of Xenophon, Demosthenes, 
d ^scbylus, studied German and French 
til he could write as well as read those Ian- 
ages, and made decided progress, at the same 
ne, in mathematics and philosophy! No 
mder he shuddered at remembering all this 
len, in what should have been his prime, he 
IS dying as a result of it. 

The next year young Parker branched out and 
ened a school of his own in Watertown. 
;re he made friends; came into contact with 
hn Weiss and so with the Transcendental 
lool of thought; was elected superintendent 

the Sunday School — and became engaged. 

the end of the second year at Watertown his 
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for Jared Sparks, who was then at work on his 
Life of Wdshington. Theologically Parker was 
quite sound all this time, as we see from the 
" creed " which he outlined in response to the 
request of his nephew, Columbus Greene. One 
sentence in this runs, " I believe that Christ 
was the son of God, conceived and bom in a 
miraculous manner, that he came to preach a 
better religion by which man may be saved." 
Chadwick, who should know, declares that this 
creed of Parker's — from which I have quoted 
only one sentence, — was " a neat and com- 
fortable statement of the conservative Uni- 
tarianism of the time." 

Yet, when the young " theologue " was ready 
to go forth from the Divinity School we find 
him writing: " What an immense change has 
taken place in my opinions and feelings upon 
all the main points of inquiry since I entered 
this place! " His theology was now, indeed, 
so liberal that he found it rather hard work to 
get a pulpit. His preaching made everywhere 
a good impression, but since it was rumored 
that he was a " Transcendentalist," a tag as 
bewildering to the average intelligence in his 
time as in ours, committees acting upon candi- 
dates were inclined to go slow. For Emerson 
was a " Transcendentalist " and he had just 
resigned his charge in Boston because he could 
not conscientiously administer the Lord's Sup- 
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ir. Finally, however, the young parson was 
lied to the Spring Street Society at West 
oxbury, where he had preached acceptably 
veral times, at a salary of $600. Thus a nine 
:ars' ministry of deep and far-reaching import 
igan. 

Just before this Parker had been married 
Lpril 20, 1837) to the Lydia Cabot who had 
«n a teacher in the Watertown Sunday -School 
ken he was superintendent, and the two set 
> housekeeping in a little white house a mile 
stant from the church. Their garden plot 
Ijoined the extensive grounds of George R. 
ussell, a notable parishioner and friend, and 
is only slightly removed from the estate of 
•ancis Gould Shaw, father of the heroic 
obert Gould Shaw. So they were very nobly 
ighbored, these two. 



^ 
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the meeting-house." That his sermons should 
have been thus simple in style is greatly to the 
man's credit inasmuch as he was already the 
master of twenty languages and of much of the 
literature in which these twenty are employed. 
This, too, in an age when German dictionaries 
were so rare that Parker once walked from 
Watertown to Professor Ticknor's in Boston 
to consult one. An ordinary day with this 
prodigious student, — before his marriage, — 
has been described thus, " Rising at seven, 
before the midday meal he read the books of 
Esther, Nehemiah, Solomon's Song, first twelve 
chapters of Isaiah; wrote part of a sermon; 
finished one hundred and fifty pages of Allan's 
Life of Scott and two of Herder's Briefe. 
After dinner read in a desultory manner; 
walked two or three miles; found a queer plant; 
gathered chestnuts; geologized a little; went 
to ride . . . took tea " and reluctantly devoted 
the evening to social intercourse. 

Obviously this man greatly needed a wife 
who should curb his terrifying devotion to 
books. Mrs. Parker was of quite different 
fibre from most of the women we have been 
encountering in these pages, for she was not 
at all intellectual. She could not share in the 
least her husband's passion for books and it was 
not until his humanitarianism developed that 
they found a field of common interest. But she 
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itisfied at first and always the man's ardently 
fectionate nature. Early in the Roxbury 
jars, while she was absent on a visit, we find 
lis entry in his journal, " At home nominally; 
jt since wife is gone my home is in New Jersey. 

miss her absence — wicked woman ! — most 
cceedingly. I cannot sleep or eat or work 
ithout her. It is not so much the afiFection 
le bestows on me as that she receives by 
hich I am blessed, I want someone always 

the arms of my heart to caress and comfort. 
. . I can do nothing without Lydia — not 
ren read." 

It is pleasant to realize that Parker, who was 
ion to be branded as a heretic and carefully 
/oided as such by almost all of his fellow- 
ergy, had always at hand the love and the 
•mpathy of this Lydia who satisfied his hungry 
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On May 19, 1841, however, he did have an 
opportunity to preach in another minister's 
pulpit and he gave an address which has become 
historic. The place was the South Boston 
Unitarian Church and the occasion the installa- 
tion of Rev. Charies C. Shackford. The sermon 
was an impassioned assertion of the permanence 
and value of Christianity as embodied in the 
teachings of Jesus, that " pure ideal religion 
which Jesus saw on the mount of his vision, 
and lived out in the lowly life of a Galilean 
peasant.** Yet in the same sermon Jesus was 
said to have founded no institutions, the 
preacher vigorously maintaining that " if it 
could be proved that Jesus of Nazareth had 
never lived, still Christianity would stand firm 
and fear no evil.** 

The chief oflPence of the sermon seems to 
have been Parker's denial that belief in the 
miracles is essential to the support of Chris- 
tianity. Andrews Norton had recently been 
contending (in The Latest Form of Infidelity) 
** that no man is a Christian who does 
not believe in the Christian truth because of 
some miraculous affirmation.** To this Parker 
replied, by implication, that to believe in 
Christian truth only as miraculously attested 
was to do it a great irreverence. Now this was 
** heresy ** and the man promoting it must be 
ostracized. Mrs. Cheney in her Reminis^ 
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nces tells an amusiug story which indicates 
e feeling which prevailed in regard to Parker 
id his South Boston sermon. Miss Cornelia 
'alter, long editorial director of the Boston 
ranscript in the jjlace of her brother Lynde 
'alter, who had broken down in health, was 
ading the sermon aloud to her invalid when 
a" mother, a sweet old lady, came into the 
om. " Whose sermon is that? " she asked. 
It is by a Mr. Parker," answered her daughter, 
he name, then unfamiliar, suggested nothing 
the questioner, so she inquired, " To what 
ct does he belong? " Not wishing to shock her, 
•T daughter replied, " I think they call him a 
)iritualist," " I should think so," was the 
d lady's comment, " for it is the most spiritual 
ing I ever heard." Yet when she learned 
hat sermon it was she had been led to praise 
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other denominations or razed to the ground 
than to assist in placing a man entertaining 
the sentiments of Theodore Parker in one of 
our pulpits/* This was so general a sentiment 
that exchanges for which Parker had arranged 
were cancelled and those solicited were refused 
until, by the beginning of the year 1843, gather- 
ings of Unitarian ministers were asking this 
very particular question in regard to him, 
" Can a believer in Christianity who rejects 
the miracles or does not believe because of them 
be considered a Christian? ** 

Happily, the West Roxbury people, who could 
have turned Parker out of his parish, declined 
to persecute as a heretic their greatly beloved 
pastor. Instead, they made their faith in him 
and their affection for him clearer than ever 
and granted him the year's leave of absence he 
desired in order that he have in Europe the 
much-needed rest for which a kind friend had 
furnished the means. It was during this trip 
abroad that Parker called, in Berlin, on Bettine 
von Amim, whose friendship with Goethe had 
made glorious her long- vanished girlhood. 

He was not even shocked when Bettine told 
him that she prayed to Jupiter and that, in her 
opinion, Christ the person had done more harm 
to the world than any other man. " I found, 
however, that for the man Jesus of Nazareth 
and for all the great doctrines of religion she had 




e profoundest respect," Parker writes, and he 
ds simply, " I told her there was, to my 
inking, but one religion, — that was being 
od and doing good." 

Boston greatly needed a strong man who 
ould preach this religion and a little group 
10 so believed resolved " that Theodore Par- 
r should be heard." Accordingly, soon after 
i return from Europe he began that series 

Sunday morning sermons in the Melodeon 
-ter the Bijou Theatre) which continued for 
/en years or until the Twenty Eighth Con- 
jgational Society of Worship, popularly known 

" the Twenty Eighth." secured the larger 
arters at Music Hall with which Parker's 
ne is indissolubly linked. 

The first Sunday in Boston was cold, dark and 
ny with the streets full of slush and a de- 
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there were many things in his new environment 
that jarred upon Parker. He had the New 
England minister Vlove for the homely decencies 
of worship and his new flock's habit of reading 
their newspapers while waiting for the service 
to begin accorded ill with his inherited church 
traditions. The place, too, was dingy and 
imattractive. In the last sermon given there 
we get a picture of it as it appeared to Parker: 
** We must bid farewell to these old walls. They 
have not been very comfortable. All the 
elements have been hostile. The winter's cold 
has chilled us; the summer's heat has burned 
us; the air has been poisoned with contamina- 
tions, a whole week long in collecting; and the 
element of earth, the dirt, that was everywhere. 
As I have stood here, I have often seen the 
spangles of opera dancers, who beguiled the 
previous night, lying on the floor beside me. 
. . . Dancing monkeys and * Ethiopian sere- 
naders ' making vulgar merriment out of the 
ignorance and wretchedness of the American 
slave have occupied this spot during the week 
and left their marks, their instruments and 
their breath behind them on Sunday." 

This passage is significant for its reflection 
of Parker's tremendous sympathy with the 
slave and his interest in the movement which 
was struggling to set him free. In the same 
year with his South Boston sermon he had 
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eached for the first time on the Great Ameri- 
ji Evil, but his most important early contri- 
ition to the anti-slavery cause was not a 
rmon at all but a " Letter to the People of 
he United States Touching the Matter of 
avery." This document (dated December 
I, 1847) is a masterly presentation of the case 
;ainst Slavery. Ten pages are given to the 
story of slavery, eight to the condition and 
eatment of slaves, ten to the effects on in- 
istry, two to effects on population, ten to 
fects on education, fifteen to effects on law and 
)litics and five to " Slavery Considered as a 
'rong." Though dignified and dispassionate 
le thing is simply overwhelming in its presen- 
-tion of facts and figures. The closing para- 
■aph of the " Letter " well illustrates Parker's 
rceful style. 



IN OLD BOSTON 211 

the Camp, and at whose feet the attendant 
years spread garlands and laurel wreaths calling 
him First in War and First in Peace and First 
in his Country's Heart, as it is in his. Then 
follow men bearing the first fruits of our toil, 
the wealth of sea and land, the labors of the 
loom, the stores of commerce and the arts. 
A happy People comes, some with shut Bibles 
in their hands, some with the nation's laws, 
some uttering those mighty Truths which God 
has writ on Man and men have copied into 
golden words. Then comes to close this long 
historic pomp — the panorama of the world — 
the Negro Slave, bought, bonded, beat.*' 

Parker could occasionally be very eflFective 
as a satirist. In his " Anti-Slavery '* Scrap 
Book (now in the Boston Public Library) 
may be found " Another Chapter in the Book 
of Daniel," written for the New York Tribune 
apropos of the capture of Shadrach. The 
bitter allusions to Webster make this lampoon 
very interesting. " Now it came to pass in 
the latter days that Daniel was King over all 
the children of Jonathan, which had waxed 
many and fat in the land. And by reasons 
which the prophet detaileth not Daniel's head 
was turned and he went after the strange 
gods. . . .'' Then comes an account of 
Daniel's gradual surrender to these gods of the 
" Southemites '* followed by several very telling 
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ragraphs about " the great city of the North- 
lites which Heth to the eastward on the sea 
ore, as thou goest down to the old country 
d it is called Boston. . . . 
" And in that city there was a street called 
ilk, peradventure because it is the dwelling 
ice of so many of the babes and sucklings 

commerce. And also another called State, 
lerein be the priests' offices, and the temples 

their chief gods. 

'* For in that city they did worship many 
'ange gods, whereof the chief was called 
oney, an idol whose head was of fine gold, 
; belly of silver and legs of cojiper; but second 
3reto was another notable idol called Cotton. 
" Unto this latter they did sacrifice, and built 
n high places and factories, by the brooks 
it run among the hills, and bowed down and 
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his spits *' but whom, none the less, the Lord 
delivered. Whereupon 

" The Worshippers of Money and of Cotton 
fell down on their faces and wept sore, and they 
said, Alas for us, the Lord has triumphed and 
Cotton has fallen down! Lo Daniel will hate 
us, and will make a proclamation and send a 
message and the Southemites will be upon us 
and take away our hope of a tariflF. We will 
be all dead men! And their hearts became as 
a dog's heart when he barketh, but knoweth 
not whom he may bite/* 

Parker's later service to the anti-slavery 
cause came largely in his sermons. Every event 
bearing on this great topic was " improved " 
by him. Thus his enormous following heard 
the annexation of Texas, the rendition of 
fugitive slaves, the war with Mexico and every 
related event discussed with the fiery ardor 
which marked his pulpit style. At Faneuil Hall 
and on the lecture platform throughout the 
Free States he was frequently heard in the same 
cause. Unlike Garrison and Phillips he de- 
fended the Union as the instrument by which 
slavery would be abolished, thus showing his 
clear vision. He diflFered from Garrison, also, 
in his estimate of the negro character. Chad- 
wick says: *' Edward Everett had a more 
favorable opinion of it. Emerson's was more 
genial and more just. Parker's estimate of 
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; negro, intellectually and morally, was low. 
: exaggerated the sensuality of the negro 

he did that of the Jew, whom he placed 
ly a little higher in this respect. Moreover, 
; negro had for him a certain physical re- 
Ision. But his humanity easily absorbed the 
itinctive repulsion and the theoretic doubts. 
! could see no human creature wronged and 
t feel the pain in his own side. The limita- 
ins of the negro, as he conceived them, were 
t reasons for degrading him. They were 
peals to his benevolence and were responded 

as such." 

Half the leaves in the Scrap-Book already 
'erred to (and called by Parker " Memoranda 

the Troubles Occasioned by the Infamous 
igitive Slave Law from March 15, 1851, to 
bruary 19, 1856 ") are devoted to posters 
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nappers were in hot pursuit of Ellen Craft 
she was sheltered in his house, and after her 
marriage Parker started the pair off to England 
armed with a letter commending them to 
James Martineau's parochial care. Occasional 
conmiunications from the Crafts may be found 
in late numbers of the Liherator. 

The year 1852 in Parker's life is marked by 
two events of note : his Webster funeral oration 
and his removal to Music Hall. The former 
antedates the latter by three weeks and this 
is rather a pity since we may not ascribe to 
the more dignified background such a sentence 
as this, in which the complicity of the North 
with Slavery is described : " Slavery the most 
hideous snake which Southern regions breed, 
with fifteen unequal feet came crawling North; 
fold on fold, and ring on ring, and coil on coil 
the venomed monster came: then Avarice, 
the foulest worm which Northern cities gender 
in their heat, went crawling South ; with many 
a wriggling curl it wound along its way. At 
length they met and twisting up in their obscene 
embrace, the twain became one monster." An 
extraordinary funeral oration this and unspeak- 
ably bitter in its reproaches of certain public 
acts of Webster ! Yet it is generally conceded to 
be, in its tenderer passages, as fair an estimate 
of Webster's private character as any essay 
or oration of which he is the subject. 
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words went straight to the intelligence of his 
hearers, of whom more than one went away to 
say, like a certain plain man whose comment 
has come down to us, " Is that Theodore Par- 
ker? You told me he was remarkable biii I 
understood every word he saidJ^ 

There were prayers, too, at this " church,** 
" talks with God " which heartened all who 
heard them, so simply beautiful were they. 
Louisa Alcott first heard Parker when he was 
preaching to " laborious young women " and 
the sermon helped her and inspired her. Yet 
her most appreciative word is for the prayer, 
" unlike any I had ever heard; not cold and 
formal as if uttered from a sense of duty, not 
a display of eloquence nor an impious directing 
of Deity in his duties towards humanity. It 
was a quiet talk with God, as if long intercourse 
and much love had made it natural and easy 
for the son to seek the Father . . . and the 
phrase, * Our Father and our Mother God * 
was inexpressibly sweet and beautiful, seeming 
to invoke both power and love to sustain the 
anxious overburdened hearts of those who 
listened and went away to labor and to wait 
with fresh hope and faith." 

Parker was very happy at Music Hall and 
he gave himself more devotedly than ever to 
his Sunday preaching. Sometimes his sermons 
were roughly blocked out four years in advance ! 
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d the crowds continued to come gladly bc- 
ise, as Lowell puts it in his Fable for Critics, 

very word that he speaks has been fierily f urnaced 
iie blast of a life that has struggled in earnest: . . . 
1 forget the man wholly, you're so thankful to meet 
h a preacher who smacks of the field and the street." 
thing that is a part of human life seemed 
Parker beyond the pale as pulpit matter, 
.e Whitman he believed in the excellence of 
human body; his sympathy with Mother 
ture in her manifold aspects was likewise 
n to Whitman's. And often he would preach 
these things, exalting as part of the God- 
en scheme man's passional nature and all 
t marriage should mean to the young people 
3 sat at his feet, " A real happy marriage of 
e and judgment between a noble man and 
nan is one of the things so very handsome," 
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ship, — which he yet knew how to adapt to 
a popular audience, — and with an impelling 
ethical ideal would be sure of a warm welcome 
on the hospitable lyceum platform of the day. 
During the winter following his return from 
Europe he lectured forty times and from that 
time on an ordinary year with him ranged 
anywhere from fifty lectures to ninety-eight, 
his record. When the comparatively slow means 
of transportation is taken into account and the 
fact recalled that he almost always preached 
in his own pulpit on Sunday it will be seen 
that this represents enormous activity. More- 
over, he was a voluminous correspondent, 
writing exhaustive letters with his own hand 
to scholars who wanted criticism, students 
who wanted suggestions, common folk who 
wanted advice and friends who wanted — him. 
In the biographies of celebrities of this period 
one encounters scores of these letters. One 
which I have just happened to see in a " Life " 
of Parkman embodies long and careful criticism 
of the most stimulating kind of The Con- 
spiracy of Pontiac which had just been 
published. And this was only one of a thousand 
such letters written by Parker that year in 
the scant leisure left after his many other more 
pressing duties were performed! 

Partly because it gives a good picture of 
Parker at work and partly because of its in- 
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esting observations on the Lyceum as an 
titution I want to quote here from a letter 
ce sent to his friend. Miss Sarah Hunt, 
die en tour: " The business of lecturing is 
original American contrivance for educating 
i people. The world has nothing like it. 
it are combined the best things of the Church, 
:., the preaching, and of the College, i. e., 
; informing thought, with some of the fun 
the Theatre. . . . But none know the hard- 
ps of the lecturer's life. ... In one of the 

"ful nights in winter I went to lecture at 

was half charity. I gave up the Anti-Slavery 
stival, rode fifty-six miles in the cars, leaving 
iston at half-past four o'clock and reaching 
3 end of the railroad at half-past six — drove 
/■en miles in a sleigh, and reached the house 
who had engaged [me] to come. It was 
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not a glass of ale which is a good night-cap. 
It took three-quarters of an hour to thaw out : — 
went to bed in a cold room, was called up at 
five, had what is universal — a tough steak, 
sour bread, potatoes swimming in fat, — wanted 
me to deduct from my poor fifteen dollars the 
expenses of my nocturnal ride, but I * could not 
make the change/ *' Usually Parker's fee for 
lecturing (after he had reached his full intel- 
lectual stature, that is) was " F. A. M. E., i. e.. 
Fifty And My Expenses/' Thus he was able 
to buy himself more and more books and to 
cut down voluntarily his salary at Music Hall. 
Very reluctantly he now (1847) gave up his 
white cottage in West Roxbury and made his 
home in Essex Place, his house there touching 
gardens with that of Wendell Phillips. Phillips 
records that often, as he looked from his own 
chamber window late at night, when some 
lecture engagement had kept him out until 
the " wee sma' hours," he would see in Parker's 
study the unquenched light which meant that 
the insatiable student was still hard at work. 
These night vigils ere long were to cost the 
man his life. By the time he was forty-three 
Parker had warnings that he was not to live 
to be an old man, and three years later, while 
lecturing in New Bedford, sight, hearing and 
speech suddenly gave out. Yet after taking a 
glass of sherry at a nearby drug-shop he was 



chance in ten of his recov( 
this chance he spent a year 
in Florence, he died May 
his last words were, " There 
Parkers now: one is dying 1 
other I have planted in Amei 
forgotten. For pilgrimages ar 
made to his obscure Italian 
year, his moral beauty become 
revered in the America for 
much. 



CHAPTER Vn 

boston's share in the irrepressible conflict 

IT was William H. Seward who, in a speech 
delivered October 25, 1858, spoke of the 
long fight which he saw coming as ^^ an 
irrepressible conflict between opposing and en- 
during forces." He meant the force that 
believed in slaveholding and the force that 
did not, but there were those — and they 
included Wendell Phillips — who gave his 
phrase a larger interpretation. Phillips saw 
that the war was really a contention as to 
whether Aristocracy or Democracy should rule 
in America and, being the man he was, he 
exulted over the impending struggle. Franklin 
Sargent, who as the son of Rev. John Sargent 
and Mrs. Sargent of the Radical Club, had rare 
opportunities in his youth to know the great 
men and women of Boston in its romantic era, 
has recently characterized Wendell Phillips to 
me as " a handsome aristocrat turned plebeian 
from principle.'' And T. W. Higginson, who 
also knew Phillips well, has told me that the 
great orator was never more aristocratic in 
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stripes ^ and welcome t 
chusetts men." 

The spirit in which Phi 
and had all his life beei 
young people with whom 
" Throw yourself upon the 
cause! To rise in the mor 
drink and gather gold — th 
living/* is the spirit of *( 
noble youth of the time ' 
stretched arms the possibilit; 
to show their love of the t 
romantic possibilities near \ 
feel, to quote Higginson ag 
learned to swim in air an< 
for some new planet." 

Even Emerson was caug 
of enthusiasm. While Jc 
prison awaiting execution i 

* Cf. the lines in John Boyle O'Reilly 
after his death Fehnior^ o ioo.n 
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in Boston to raise funds for the relief of his 
impoverished family, and Emerson, no less than 
Phillips, was on hand. John A. Andrew pre- 
sided, and it was on this occasion that Rev. 
J. M. Manning of the Old South Church 
declared, " I am here to represent the church 
of Sam Adams and Wendell Phillips; and I 
want all the world to know that I am not 
afraid to ride in the coach when Wendell 
Phillips sits on the box." Many a man became 
similarly outspoken about his personal con- 
viction now that the moment for such demon- 
stration had arrived. Woodbury says that 
throughout the war Emerson was deeply moved 
in his patriotic feelings and rejoiced in it not 
only as a cause of civilization but for its rein- 
vigoration of the spirit of the people. " The 
eflPect of it upon his own thought was remark- 
able,'* he adds. " The anti-social and anar- 
chistic sentiments which were to be plentifully 
found in his writings before this time cease; 
and in their place there is a powerful grasp of 
the social unities embodied in the state as a 
main source of the blessings of civilization." 

On the stone erected on Soldiers* Field, Cam- 
bridge, — an athletic groimd given to Harvard 
University by Henry L. Higginson to the 
memory of James Savage, Jr., Charles Russell 
Lowell, Edward Barry Dalton, Stephen George 
Perkins, James Jackson LoweU and Robert 
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contribution represented. Moreover, the work 
done for the Northern army by those two noble 
Boston women Dorothea Dix and Mrs. Harrison 
Gray Otis cannot in any way be estimated. Of 
Mrs. Otis I shall be speaking at some length 
in a later chapter, so let us here take brief 
account of Dorothea Lynde Dix's unique work. 
As a yoimg woman Dorothea Dix had main- 
tained at the home of her grandmother in what 
is now Dix Place, Boston, one of those famous 
girls' schools which in the early part of the nine- 
teenth century, did so much for the character 
of sensitive young women. Too much, indeed, 
for this school had a kind of Protestant version 
of the Roman Catholic system of the confes- 
sional, — a shell post-office into which daily, if 
possible, letters were to be dropped recording 
the results of the searching introspection re- 
quired by the yoimg schoolmistress and by her 
followed up. No wonder Miss Dix was a wreck 
at thirty-three as a result of such strenuousness. 
Yet it was during the ensuing visit to England, 
for the recovery of her health, that the horrible 
treatment then accorded the insane first came 
to this earnest woman's attention. Up to so 
late a date as 1770 Bethlehem Hospital in 
London, popularly known as " Old Bedlam," 
was regarded as the prime show in the city, 
superior even in the attractions it oflFered the 
pleasure seeker to a bull-baiting or a dog fight. 
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The visit to Cambridge was the turning 
point of her life. She found among the prisoners 
a few insane persons with whom she talked. 
She noticed that there was no stove in their 
room, and no means of proper warmth. She 
saw at once that only by resorting to legal 
measures could this be righted, so, without 
delay, she caused the matter to be brought up 
before the court then in session. Her request 
was granted; the cold rooms were warmed. 

Thus was begun her great work, the work at 
which she labored steadily for the next twenty 
years, or until these abuses had been reformed 
in nearly all the States of the Union. 

When the War broke out, however, Dorothea 
Dix saw that the preservation of the Union 
must take precedence over everything else and 
within a week after the attack on Sumter 
she had oflfered herself and been accepted for 
free hospital service. Her commission from 
the Secretary of War declared her " Superin- 
tendent of Women Nurses, to select and assign 
women nurses to general or permanent military 
hospitals, they not to be employed in such 
hospitals without her sanction and approval 
except in cases of urgent need.'' Naturally, 
her twenty years' experience in conquering 
obstacles of every kind made her invaluable 
to the Surgeon-General. For she everywhere 
demanded efficiency and sentimentalism she 
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Let Congress put through with a rush that 
bill to appropriate $10,000 for a memorial to 
her with which they have been dallying for 
years ! 

Massachusetts was exceedingly fortunate in 
having as governor, when the war broke out, a 
man of the calibre of John A, Andrew. Com- 
mitted heart and soul to the anti-slavery cause 
Andrew was yet keen for the preservation of 
the Union, — and he strongly believed in the 
potentiality of the negro as a soldier. Through 
him it was that the Fifty-fourth Massachusetts 
Infantry, colored, of which Robert Gould Shaw 
was colonel, came into being. Not easily did 
he secure the consent of the War Department 
to raise such a regiment and when he had got 
it he was a little at a loss where to turn for a 
commander. Then he lighted on Robert Gould 
Shaw, who at the time was an officer in the 
Second Massachusetts Infantry. At first the 
young man refused the command, doubting 
his own capacity. But after he had been 
assured by his superior officer of his entire 
fitness for the task he telegraphed Governor 
Andrew his acceptance of the oflfer and wrote 
to his mother, " I feel convinced I shall never 
regret having taken this step, as far as I my- 
self am concerned, for while I was undecided 
I felt ashamed of myself, as if I were cowardly." 

The task of training this colored regiment was 
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almost immediately he fell dead on the parapet, 
in the midst of a terribly fierce fire in which no 
less than two hundred and fifty-five of his 
black soldiers were killed or wounded with 
him! 

Colonel Hallowell has written very beautifully 
of the qualities of this man under whom he 
was proud to serve, " His clean-cut face, 
quick, decided step and singular charm of 
manner, full of grace and virtue, bespoke the 
hero. The immortal charge of his black regi- 
ment reads like a page of the Iliad or a story 
from Plutarch. I have always thought that 
in the great war with the slave power the figure 
that stands out in boldest relief is that of 
Colonel Shaw. There were many others as 
brave and devoted as he, — the humblest 
private who sleeps in yonder cemetery or fills 
an unknown grave in the South is as much 
entitled to our gratitude, — but to no others 
was given an equal opportunity. By the 
earnestness of his convictions, the unselfishness 
of his character, his championship of an en- 
slaved race, and the manner of his death, all 
the conditions are given to make Shaw the best 
historical exponent of the underlying cause, the 
real meaning of the war. He was the fair type 
of all that was brave, generous, beautiful and 
of all that was best worth fighting for in the 
war of the slaveholders* Rebellion/' 
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How sweet were lifel Yet, by the mouth firm-set. 
And look made up for Duty's utmost debt, 

I could divine he knew 
That death within the sulphurous hostile lines. 
In the mere wreck of nobly-pitched designs. 

Plucks hearts-ease, and not rue." 

The Fifty-fifth infantry and the Fifth Cavalry 
were other Massachusetts regiments made up 
of black men, while all the soldiers in the black 
regiment of which Thomas Wentworth Hig- 
ginson of Cambridge was chosen colonel had 
been slaves. It was in this connection that the 
following " nonsense verse '' began to be cir- 
culated in Boston: 



" There was a young curate of Worcester 
Who could have a command if he'd choose ter; 

But he said each recruit 

Must be blacker than soot 
Or else he'd go preach where he used ter." 

Higginson denies that this verse is a literal 
statement of the facts; but it is significant 
that the only title to which he clings, after 
a full and remarkably varied life, is that of 
colonel of the First South Carolina Volimteers. 

Through the suflfering and the sacrifice en- 
tailed upon all classes by the Civil War the old 
diflferences between parties and clans in Boston c^ 
were gradually forgotten. Much of the credit 
for this was due to John Albion Andrew, a 
man of imperturbable sweetness of temper, who, 
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For five years John A. Andrew worked early 
and late as Massachusetts' chief executive, 
tasting, in that time, more cares and sorrows, 
hopes and joys and labors than most men 
would in four score years of ordinary life. He 
did not long survive the great strain of this 
period; it has been well said " no soldier 
struck by a rebel bullet on the battle-field 
died more truly a victim to the national cause 
than John A. Andrew." ^ So his life, also, must 
be coimted among those offered up in Boston 
on the altar of " the irrepressible conflict.'* 

1 By Albert Q. Brown, Jr., in his Sketch of the Qffidal Life of 
John A. Andrew. 
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E OLD BOSTON THELATRES ANB THEIR STARS 

'jr TRITING in April, 1831, the Boston 
y\/ correspondent of the New York ifir- 
roT — whose lamentations over the 
iritan city's paucity of histrionic attractions 
ve been referred to in an earlier chapter — 
serves plaintively, " There is now but one 
eatre open." That theatre was the Tremont, 

the site of the present Tremont Temple, 
d it had now been making its bid for public 
tronage for nearly two years, disparaging 
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Boston on November 15, 1828. Forrest was 
then only twenty-two (he had been bom in 
Philadelphia March 9, 1806) and he looked as 
well as acted the young Prince of Denmark. 
Moreover, he had not yet developed that 
brusqueness of manner imder which he elected, 
in later years, to cloak what seems to have 
been a thoroughly kind heart and a real love 
of humanity. It was at the Tremont Theatre 
in 1828, also, that John Gibbs Gilbert, a resident 
of Boston's North End, made his debut. J. B. 
Booth was at this time manager and one night, 
when he was in the bill, there was enacted a 
sad scene which serves amply to establish the 
contention of those who claim that his son, 
who shot Lincoln, inherited insanity. Upon 
his first entrance on the stage, for the after-piece 
in which a comic part had been assigned him, 
it was observed that he was faltering in his 
delivery and that jumbled scraps from other 
plays were finding their way into the dialogue. 
Yet he managed somehow to get through two 
acts. In the early part of the third act, he 
suddenly dropped all pretense of carrying his 
part and fell into a colloquial chat with the 
King of Naples in the play. For a moment 
there was silence. Then, making a desperate 
eflFort to regain his self-control, the actor turned 
to the audience and said, " Ladies and gentle- 
men, I really don't know this part. I studied 
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nly once before and against my inclination. 

Ivill read the part and the play shall go on. 

your leave the play shall go on and Mr. 

ilH(»n shiill read the part for me." Hisses 

I'di'd this suggestion. Meanwhile Booth, 

|Ui ;i silly grin, which soon broke into a mirth- 

iigli, was being led into the wings, by a 

end in tiie company, muttering as he went, 

[ can't read, — I am a charity boy; — I can't 

|ad. Take me to the Lunatic Hospital," In 

T years Booth appeared several times on 

Boston stage, having, to all appearances, 

Icovered entirely from this attack of insanity. 

■January, 1S31, the celebrated Master 

irke, announced as the " Irish Roscius," 

Bayed an engagement of more than a month 

Tremont to houses that were mcst 

ual f(ir [hat time. " Balls and parties, sleigh 
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common occurrence. The most important one, 
since that connected with the appearance of 
Edmund Kean at the Federal Street Theatre,* 
came at the Tremont in 1831 when Mr. J. R. 
Anderson, an English singer, was hissed off 
the stage because he was believed to have 
spoken " disrespectfully of the American peo- 
ple." In those days this was an unpardonable 
sin and poor Anderson and his managers had 
a hard time of it notwithstanding the fact that 
they deluged the papers with letters and aflS- 
davits asserting that he " never did it." 

The spring of 1833, at the Tremont, was 
marked by two very interesting events, a 
benefit given (April 3) to John Howard Payne 
by the citizens of Boston, after his absence 
for nearly twenty years from the scene of his 
early triumphs, and the first appearance in 
Boston, on Tuesday, April 16, of Miss Fanny 
Kemble. The Payne benefit was carried out 
by a committee of citizens appointed at a 
meeting held in the Tremont House and the 
pieces chosen for presentation consisted en- 
tirely of selections from various plays, written 
by him whom we now know only as the author 
of " Home, Sweet Home." WTiether by reason 
of Miss Kemble's approaching season, or be- 
cause the plays Payne offered were all familiar 
ones, and the night selected was on the eve of 

1 See Old BosUm Days and Ways, p. 456. 
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Ist Day, — when it was the custom for Boston 

ilies to unite in social gatherings, — whatever 

reason may have been the fact remains 

It the receipts for the benefit were small. 

It llie occasion was an impressive one. Park 

mijaiiiiii wrote for it a poem celebrating the 

nLs of Payne's varied career which makes 

;'h better reading than most " efforts " of 

kind, and tlie affair appropriately came 

I clfise with the rendering of " Home, Sweet 

le " by the orchestra followed by a speech 

1 Payne himself, 

|rhe season of Miss Kemble and her father 

pronounced triumph, the wealth and 

jtiity of the city crowding the playhouse night 

ler night to do honor to this lovely woman 

harming actress. Though the Hamlet 

larles Kemble was much approved, it 
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tinued to deserve the title, winning and holding 
universal respect not only among the members 
of his profession but also with the general public. 
His first move after coming to the Tremont was 
to put the theatre in complete repair at an 
expense of $5,000 which came out of his own 
pocket. Gas was then introduced into the 
house much to the satisfaction of the ladies, 
" many of whom," we read, " could trace a 
ruined dress to a visit to the theatre, owing 
to the dripping of the oil from the lamps." 

Charles H. Eaton, a Boston boy who became 
** the most capable, scholarly and polished 
American actor of his time," his untimely and 
tragic death (by a fall down a spiral staircase) 
bringing to a sad end what would undoubtedly 
have been a very brilliant career, played at 
the Tremont this same year. Then (in 1833) 
came Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Wood, whose appear- 
ance here in opera created almost as great an 
excitement as the coming of Jenny Lind. To 
us the Woods are interesting chiefly because it 
was with them that Charlotte Cushman, 
America's greatest tragic actress and the only 
Boston woman to attain international fame 
on the stage, made her d6but. In those days 
Charlotte thought herself destined to be a 
great singer. It is interesting to note in passing 
that at this period she sang Lucy Bertram at 
the Tremont Theatre in a musical version of 
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play which was afterwards to afford her 
Jr iiiuriter-role. 

JThi.' great event in the history of the Tremont 
■leatre was its connection with Fanny Ellsler, 

first theatrical celebrity of French birth 
ier to win the plaudits of conservative Boa- 
Inians. She made her initial appearance in 
bston on the evening of September 7. 1840, 
Id, almost immediately, became the talk of the 
P-ven Emerson, who with Margaret 
■ liad gone to witness this unusual attrac- 
Itn, seems to have been dazzled by the grace 
Id charm of the lovely Fanny, for, as she was 
Lcculing one of her inimitable pirouettes, 
liiancing her supple body on the toe of her 
Ift foot while she extended her right one "■ to 
I {langerous not to say questionable height 

space," he replied to Margaret's ecstatic 
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tion^ of Miss Ellsler's charms be just, she 
must certainly have been " glorious: " 

" La Fanny is tall, beautifully formed, with 
limbs that resemble those of the hunting Diana, 
combining strength with the most delicate and 
graceful style; her small and classically shaped 
head is placed on her shoulders in a singularly 
elegant manner; the pure fairness of her skin 
requires no artificial whiteness, while her eyes 
beam with a species of playful malice, well 
suited to the half-ironical expression at times 
visible in the comers of her finely curved lips; 
her rich glossy hair of bright chestnut hue is 
usually braided over a forehead formed to wear 
with equal grace and dignity the diadem of a 
queen or the floral wreath of a nymph." 

No wonder our ordinarily staid citizens walked 
before the Tremont House for hours in hopes 
that the divinity would show herself at the 
window! Articles of use and ornament, from 
bread and bootjacks to cuffs and brass buttons 
were named in her honor; and so great was her 
vogue that her help was gladly accepted by 
" society " in raising money for the granite 
shaft on Bunker Hill, then nearing completion. 
The wags of the day declared that Fanny had 
kicked the cap on the Monument. During her 
thirteen nights in Boston she earned $15,000 
by her dancing! 

^ In Beatdiea o/ the Opera and Ballel. 
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|A koen rival of the Tremont Theatre at this 

the National, brought into being by 

e disgruntled actor, William Pelby, 

caused the Tremont to be started. 

Ir four years he called his venture, at the comer 

Portland and Travers Streets, the Warren, 

|t. in 1836, he reconstructed its interior and 

noiinced that its name would henceforth be 

National. Here it was that Jean Daven- 

t made in 1838 the success which induced 

fidlicr to lease the Lion Theatre, on the 

■ of tlic present Bijou, for her. Miss Daven- 

irt was at this time stated to be only " eleven 

i of age " and was justly regarded as an 

Jant phenomenon, equal to Master Betty in 

best days of that prodigy and surpassing 

wonderful Burke to whom allusion has 

■ been made. Why anyone should wish 
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more variety than any other piece of masonry 
in the city of Boston/' dates from 1845 and is 
still given over to amusement purposes. This 
place was built to be a temple of the Miller- 
ites, whose prophet, the venerable Father 
Miller, predicted with such persuasiveness, 

" The end of the world will surely be 
In Eighteen Hundred and Forty-three." 

that large numbers of his followers sold all their 
possessions preparatory to immediate departure 
for a land more blessed. When the day set 
apart for the closing up of all earthly affairs had 
however passed with no sign of being the Last 
Day Father Miller reviewed his calculations 
and discovered that he had been wrong in his 
arithmetic to the extent of a few thousand 
years. Whereupon the Millerites reluctantly 
consented to lease their former gathering-place 
to a group of men desirous of establishing 
another theatre in Boston. At the time of its 
opening (October 13, 1845) this new theatre 
had a regular stock company, which included 
James H. Hackett, afterwards the manager of 
the Howard. One feature of Hackett's acting 
was his originality. It is related that, on a 
certain occasion when he had been vociferously 
applauded for his work in Niinrod Wildfire, a 
piece that concludes with a dance in which the 
star kicks over a table spread with tea things. 
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of 1853-54, Clever advertisements have always 
been a feature here and, even today, when the 
talent to be exploited is by no means of a high 
order, the emanations from the press room of the 
" Old Howard " are gems of their kind. In 
1845 it was announced by a soulful press agent: 



As Rome points proudly to her Coliseum, 
So Boston treats her Howard Athenaeum.* 



Someone has observed that this deference on 
Boston's part may have arisen from the fact 
that the Howard was the first Boston theatre 
to have cushioned seats. 

The first Boston theatre to have a ^' nigger 
heaven '' was the Tremont. An early program 
stated that the central gallery, to which the 
admission was fifty cents, was " reserved for 
people of color/' It would be interesting to 
know how largely these people took advantage 
of the special provision made for them. Lyman 
Beecher hated with a godly hatred this Tremont 
Theatre and he once boasted that he " would 
yet preach " in the building then desecrated 
by playhouse use. He lived to fulfil the boast; 
for following a religious revival of unusual 
fervor, it was decided to sell the theatre to 
Rev. Mr. Colver's Baptist Society. The bitter 
resentment cherished by many of the clergy 
towards the theatres in Boston can hardly be 
appreciated in these days when it is so generally 
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t that the stage at its best is bent on the 
me ideals as inspire the church. Yet Lynian 
;echer declared, when one of the theatres 
the city was burned down, that " another 
teway of Hell has been destroyed by the 
rect intervention of divine Providence! " 
ter the Tremont Theatre had been modelled 
er into Tremont Temple it was opened (in 
e fall of 1843) with the hymn " Lord, Let 
lese Ransomed Walls Rejoice." 
The last June of the Tremont's life as a 
eatre was none the less a gala month. The 
y was thronged with people who had come 
town to be present at the ceremonies incident 
the completion of Bunker Hill Monument — 
r which Webster delivered the oration — and 
many people were desirous of attending the 
eatre that, for the first time in history, Boston 
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the theatre was a good institution and be induced 
to patronize it. 

The cue in all this, that " by judicious man- 
agement the most scrupulously fastidious might 
be made to feel the theatre a good institution 
and so to patronize it '' was promptly taken 
up by a very clever man, Moses Kimball. Mr. 
Kimball had the shrewdness to see that the 
Boston public could be made to take very 
kindly to a new theatre if the thing were broken 
to them gradually. On June 14, 1841, he had 
opened his Boston Museum and Gallery of Fine 
Arts in a building on the site where the Horti- 
cultural Hall stood later and the Paddock 
Building stands now, and to furnish his Museum 
had purchased generously from the collection 
which had been in the possession of the New 
England Museum. One of his choice acquisi- 
tions was the famous so-called historical paint- 
ing by Rembrandt Peale, representing the 
Roman Daughter giving sustenance to her 
father in prison, a startling canvas which 
until the demolition of the Old Boston Mu- 
seum greeted all who were making their exit 
down the long flight of steps that led out to 
the street. 

In order to understand what a unique oppor- 
tunity Mr. Kimball had to develop a successful 
theatre from this unobjectionable beginning it 
should be recalled that theatricals in Boston 
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be of the strictly " moral '* variety. On the bills 
for 1844 a prize of $100 was oflFered by the 
management "" for the best moral domestic 
drama adapted to the stock company of the 
Museum/' To win this prize there was sent 
in a play called " The Drunkard " the author- 
ship of which has never been accurately known, 
but which John Bouv6 Clapp — who has made 
a special study of the Museum's history to 
which I am indebted for many of these facts — 
attributes to Rev. John Pierpont, then pastor 
of the Hollis Street Church. Pierpont was an 
ardent worker in the movement for temperance 
reform, and he was wont to thunder from his 
pulpit, Sunday after Sunday, against those 
who had built up fortunes by liquor manu- 
facture. This despite the fact that three of 
the pillars of his church were distillers and 
stored their rum in the basement of the church — 
thus giving point to the epigram: 

" Above the spirit Divine, 
Below the spirits of Wine." 

Perhaps it was in the belief that he could 
preach temperance to a larger audience through 
the theatre than through the church that Mr. 
Pierpont turned his attention to the writing of a 
play. One of the parts in this highly moral 
" Drunkard " was taken, it is interesting to 
know, by Miss Caroline Fox, who afterwards 
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came famous, the world over, as the original 
>psy. 

So kindly had the Boston public taken to 
eatre-going at a " Museum " that Mr. Kim- 
iJI now began to arrange for ampler quarters. 
ammatt Billings and J. E. Billings were com- 
issioned to make plans for an adequate 
iditorium and on November 6, 1846, what we 
today know as " the Old Boston Museum " 
as opened. The first performance began 
ith the playing of " America " by the orchestra 
id in the course of the evening Adelaide 
tiillips danced. 

When the new Museum opened its doors 
le curios were displayed in the pillared prom- 
lade where the pictures hung later. Not 
itil the season of 1850-51 was the " wax 
atuary hall 100 feet in length " fitted up as 
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In that charming book. Yesterdays With 
Actors y^ there is a Hawthomesque passage 
descriptive of the quaint old gentleman who was 
long the care-taker and preserver of the wax 
figures. When Mrs. Winslow, the new recruit 
to the company, first met him (about 1860) 
he conducted her to the upper gallery she says, 
" with a confiding yet startled air which was 
almost furtive and suggested fear and suspicion. 
I could not but believe that, engrossed with 
his dumb companions, when he sought human 
fellowship, the eyes that moved, the lips that 
spoke half terrified him! However, being a 
silent person, I was taken the rounds, and every 
perfection pointed out to me. Was I not 
smitten with the belief that Chang and £ng 
were before me? These Siamese, were they not 
real? He spoke with solemn earnestness of 
Miss McCrea's need of a clean gown. She 
should have it yet. But the school — the 
school. Look at it! Every face, he told me, 
had been wiped, every collar washed, every 
shoe brushed. The schoolmaster, was I not 
deceived by him ? The scholar with the dunce's 
cap? Wax? No! it was life! . . . The ghastly 
tragedy of the drunkard's history, the verisimili- 
tude of the sealing wax blood of poor Miss 
McCrea, stark staring Santa Anna, were always 
things terrible to me, but as I think now of the 

^ Written by BIrs. Erving Winslow, n^ Kate Reignokb. 
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ale moonlight falling on those awful spectresil 
his book was written before the Museum \ 
emolisbed] I have an eerie feeling that the 
ttle old man, though he died some time since, 
:ill creeps about the gallery, fulfilling his 
lithful task." 

The great event of the season 1847-1848 at 
le Museum was the first appearance at this 
ouse of William Warren, who (with the excep- 
on of one year) was exclusively associated with 
lis playhouse for the next thirty-five seasons, 
[is initial appearance was in Pocock's old 
amedy, " Sweethearts and Wives," and he 
cted for the last time, May 12, 1883, playing 
lid Eccles in " Caste." His career may thus 
e said to cover the history of the Museum 
Iroughout the entire period of its palmy 
ays. Mr. Warren was the son of an English 
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hangs in Boston's Museum of Fine Arts, a 
worthy memorial of one who was a gifted actor 
and an old school gentleman of the finest type. 

For many years Mr. Warren was a most 
interesting Boston figure as he took his daily 
walks to the Museum from his boarding place 
kept by Miss Fisher, for he never married. 
Henry Austin Clapp has declared that his 
manners were the finest he ever saw in a man 
and that he remembers hearing it said at a 
time, near the close of the Great War, by some 
men who were native here, and to the best 
Boston manner bom, that " Edward Everett, 
A. B., A. M., LL.D., ex-Governor of Massa- 
chusetts, ex-United States Senator from Massa- 
chusetts, ex-President of Harvard College, ex- 
Minister to England, litterateur, orator, states- 
man, was, in respect of distinction of manners, 
in a class with but one other of his fellow citi- 
zens: that one other appearing in the local 
directory as Warren, William, comedian, boards 
2 Bulfinch Place." ' 

For sixteen years the stage-manager and lead- 
ing man at the Museum was W. H. Smith. He 
was succeeded in the stage management by 
Mr. E. F. Keach, a dashing actor as well as a 
capable director. Mrs. Winslow gives us an 
interesting glimpse into the green room and 
behind the scenes when Keach was at the helm : 

1 Reminiscences of a Dramatic Critic. 




" We entered by a narrow door from one of 
le galleries which gave at a touch, but feU 
Eick as quickly with tlie force of a ponderous 
jring. A door-keeper, seated at the end of a 
arrow aisle some three feet wide between 
lormous piles of dusty canvas, permitted none 
) pass except the actual employees of the 
leatre. About the same space between the 
iner edge of the scenery standing in its grooves 
id the masses stacked along the walls, allowed 

scant passage down the side of the stage, 
t one corner, where the private box is now 
as a property room, behind that the manager's 
Ece. 

" On the opposite side, a small space of per- 
ips six feet wide at one end tapering dowTi to 
■ur at the other was the green room, its furni- 
tre a bench about the wall, a cast case, a 
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bevy of girls " who in their sesthetic clinging 
gowns and admiring attitudes could not but 
remind me of the maidens in Patience grouped 
around Bunthom. In speaking to him after- 
wards I told him he was the lion of the night. 
* Ah/ said Warren, * I never heard of but one 
man who was not hurt by lionizing, and he was 
a Jew by the name of Daniel/ " It was of 
Warren that the great Rachel said simply, 
" He is one of us/' 

One of Warren's early successes at the 
Museum was as Mustapha in " The Forty 
Thieves/' which, with "Aladdin," "Cinder- 
ella," " Valentine and Orson," " The Enchanted 
Beauty," " Blue Beard " and " The Children of 
Cyprus " formed the series of " grand dramatic 
spectacles " which served to make friends for 
Mr. Kimball's enterprise because parents " took 
the children," — just as we all do now when 
the circus is in town. " The Children of Cy- 
prus " is especially remembered for its bird 
song rendered by Adelaide Phillips. It was the 
young artist's work in this part which first 
caused Jenny Lind to be interested in her, and 
to help her, subsequently, to a musical educa- 
tion. 

The naive readiness of the Bostonians to 
take the new theatre, disguised as a " Museum," 
at Mr. Kimball's shrewedly calculated valua- 
tion is nowhere more amusingly shown than 
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I the various handbooks of the time. In the 
856 edition of Boston Si^ghts and Strangers' 
hiide we find unbounded enthasia.sni over 

the spacious and superb building, its front 
domed by elegant balconies and rows of ground 
lass globes like enormous pearls which at 
ight are luminous with gas. Three tiers of 
legantly arched windows admit light into the 
■uilding," adds the writer, '* and we reach the 
aterior by a bold flight of stairs." 

A bold flight of description this! Yet evMi 
aore impressive matter follows, for we are told 
if the statuary and superb works of art, of the 
urios which are " products of many a clime " 

. . and of an observatory surmounting all 
' whence splendid panoramic views of the city 
,nd harbor and its islands may be obtained." 
Ifter which comes the editorial assurance that 
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in the bills Edwin T. Booth, was seen here for 
the first time on any stage, his role being the 
small one of Tressel in " Richard III " to his 
father's Gloster. This was September 10, 1849, 
young Booth being then sixteen years old. 

Two very interesting things happened at the 
Museum in the season of 1852-53: "Uncle 
Tom's Cabin " was staged and Mrs. Vincent 
joined the company. The dramatization of Mrs. 
Stowe's story was made by H. J. Conway, 
Frank Whitman played Uncle Tom, W. H. 
Smith did Drover John, J. Da vies was Simon 
Legree, E. F. Keach did the George Harris, 
J. A. Smith was the St. Clare, Mrs. Wulf 
Fries did the Eliza, Mrs. Thoman was Aunt 
Ophelia, Helen Western was the Eva and 
Miss Gazzynski acted Topsy. An interpolated 
character — Penetrate Partyside — who created 
" comic relief '^ in the play was done by William 
Warren, and Mrs. Vincent, then a slim and 
swift young woman, acted Cassy. On one 
memorable evening Mrs. Stowe and her sister, 
together with their father, Rev. Lyman Beecher, 
— who hated the theatre generally, — attended 
the performance. 

Mrs. Vincent^s maiden name was Mary Ann 
Farley and she was bom in Portsmouth, Eng- 
land, September 18, 1818. Her father was a 
naval ofiicer but he died when she was only 
two and her mother's decease soon afterward 
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ft the child to be brought up and cared for 
<f an aunt, a grandmother and an old servant, 
his servant married a man who lived in Gos- 
5rt and began to take boarders, among them 
;veral actors, including Charles Wilson, man- 
ner of the Theatre at Cowes, and his wife, 
ittle Miss Farley used to go to have tea with 
lem at the theatre; thus her stage desires were 
irly kindled. She made her debut at Cowes 
1 April, 1835, in " The Review, or the Wags of 
Windsor," by George Colman, Jr., playing with 
luch vim and vigor the part of a chamber- 
laid. The following August, when only sixteen, 
le married James R. Vincent, a comedian many 
sars her senior. Her Boston debut, as has 
een said, was at the National Theatre and she 
ad been in the company there six years when 
le burning of the playhouse made her eligible 

ir nt> ("ncnppmpnt at th*> MnspiiTn flpr*> hpr 
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in the harness. She died, September 4, 1887, 
at her home 112 Charles Street; on the pre- 
ceding Wednesday she had played Kezia Beek- 
man in " The Dominie's Daughter! " 

Mrs. Vincent's kindness to animals and her 
generous charities were famous in the Boston 
of a quarter century ago. On one occasion when 
all the other members of the Museum company 
were assembled, she was found by messengers, 
hastily sent out in quest of her, standing in the 
midst of a crowd at the comer of Tremont 
Row and Pemberton Square, haranguing a 
teamster who was driving a lame horse. " Her 
fervent denunciations, pointed by her umbrella/* 
says Kate Reignolds Winslow,^ " were scarcely 
to be interrupted by the urgent reminder that the 
stage was waiting. As she was dragged away 
and hurried up the stairs of the Museum, we 
heard her panting for breath and brokenly 
exclaiming in anything but a tone of penitence: 
* Well, I don't care if the stage is waiting, and 
I don't care for Mr. Keach nor twenty like him. 
I won't see a brute driving a horse on three legs 
without speaking my mmd.' " 

This manager, Mr. E. F. Keach, appears to 
have been a good deal of a martinet. Yet it was 
undoubtedly due to him that the Boston 
Museum developed from a mere stage adjunct 
of wax figures and curiosities (frequented by 

^ In Yesterdays wUh Acton. 
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od people who were afraid of the verj' name, 
Batre) to a first rate home of first rate drama. 
s *' Rules and Regulations " concerning the 
aduct of the company, while in the Green 
K>m, were quite above the standard In other 
iatres. They made it clear that the " Green 
►om is provided for the quiet and respectable 
lemblage of the ladies and gentlemen of the 
mpany," that " conversation there must be 
rried on in low tones," and that " smoking 
d spirituous liquors would not be aUowed 
3re or in any part of the theatre at any 
Qe." After four years as manager Mr. 
!ach was succeeded by R. M. Field, who held 
i place until the stock company was dis- 
Qtinued in 1895. 

Mrs. Winslow (then Kate Reignolds) was 
iding woman in the company beginning with 
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he generally slept smothered in steak and 
oysters to cure his own bruises after Richard 
the Third, because he necessarily got as good 

as he gave, — in fact more, for though an 
excellent swordsman, in his blind passion he 
constantly cut himself. How he threw me 
about ! In Othello, when with fiery remorse, 
he rushed to the bed of Desdemona after the 
murder, I used to hold my breath, lest the bang 
his cimeter gave when he threw himself at 
me should force me back to life with a shriek/* 
Once when he and she had been playing " Romeo 
and Juliet '* the curtain fell on Romeo with a 
sprained thumb, and a good deal of long hair 
on his sleeve, and with Juliet in rags while 
her two white satin shoes were lying in the 
comer of the stage. In his last struggle Romeo 
had literally shaken his beloved out of her 
shoes ! 

Agnes Robertson was one of the attractions 
at the Museum in writing of whom Mrs. Wins- 
low waxes exceedingly enthusiastic. This gifted 
young Scotchwoman played for the first time 
in the United States (in the season of 1856-57) 
at this house and so great was her vogue that 
all Boston stood in line to secure tickets. " She 
was petted in society, — for women were fas- 
cinated by her perhaps even more than men, — 
and equally in drawing-rooms and among the 
garish adjuncts of the stage there was a bright 
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urity about ber, bke the atmosphere of her 
wn Scotland. 

" Opposite the Museum in those days was 
[rs. Mayer's ice-cream saloon, a favorite 
leeting place for parties going to the play. A 
lob of girls would cluster about the sidewalk 
) wait the exit of Agnes Robertson, and the 
lore favored customers of the shop gathered 
t its windows, which Mrs. Mayer would empty 
f her showcase to make room for the curious 
u-ong. . . . Often under good Mrs. Vincent's 
ire, and beneath her ample cloak, the little 
irm was smuggled past the eager eyes " to her 
uarters in the Tremont House. One other 
elightful bit about Mrs. Vincent must be 
noted from this book. It is a picture of that 
dy among her cats! " Once when a visitor, 
ho.could not abide that ' harmless necessary ' 
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But the temptation to linger unduly over 
the story of the Museum must be resisted. 
In 1892 the exhibition of curiosities was prac- 
tically discontinued. In 1896 the wax figures 
were sold to a travelling manager and the mum- 
mies were given to the Boston Art Museum. 
On April 13, 1900, there occurred a slight fire 
in the hall of curiosities by which some of the 
paintings were injured and, in 1903, Margaret 
Anglin played " Mrs. Dane's Defence " for the 
benefit of the Vincent Memorial Hospital, 
this being the last performance held in the 
old playhouse before it gave way to an office 
building. " Auld Lang Syne *' was sung in the 
course of the evening and, as the final curtain 
rang down, the eyes of many a seasoned play- 
goer were dimmed with tears. For Boston loved 
its "" old Museum " and the associations which 
clustered around it. 

The only one of the really old theatres which 
survives today, in spirit as well as in truth, is 
the Boston Theatre. For, unlike the Howard, 
this house sticks to " the legitimate " for the 
most part and it is withal a delight to the eye, 
as its designers intended it should be. William 
W. Clapp, Jr., to whose Record of the Boston 
Stage (published in 1853) I am indebted for 
much information about the old theatres, closes 
his carefully compiled volume with an allusion 
to the " New Opera House and Theatre now in 
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in this theatre are a great credit to the period 
in which the structure was built. For excellent 
acoustics and symmetry were the aims of those 
behind the undertaking, not simply acconmioda- 
tion for as many seats as could be crowded into 
a given space. Alexander Corbett, Jr., who has 
written entertainingly* of this old house, says 
that " standees," who nowadays often contrib- 
ute liberally to a theatre's income, were 
practically unknown when the Boston Theatre 
was built and that there still existed much of 
that old prejudice against occupants of the 
lower floor seats — those whom Hamlet char- 
acterizes as "groundlings, caring only for 
inexplicable dumb show and noise.'' The 
balcony, where seats sold for one dollar each, 
was the place where fashion chose to sit, when 
it was not occupying a stage box, which then 
cost six dollars. 

The very first folding chairs ever used in a 
theatre were found here on the opening night 
and were warmly commended by one of the 
critics, as " being so ingeniously contrived as to 
fold up and allow passing and having nicely 
cushioned backs." Another innovation, which 
deserved the critic's praise, — though I have 
yet to find that it got it, — was the substitution 
of a refreshment counter at which ice-cream, 
temperance drinks and the like were served, 

1 In The BasUmian^ vol. I. 
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White Fawn,'' that marvel of spectacular dis- 
play which marks the begimiing, in this city, 
of the kind of thing of which " The Black Crook'* 
was the pioneer in New York. The Boston 
Theatre's chief renown, however, was to come 
from its association with great acting and great 
actors, among them Forrest, Edwin Booth, 
Charlotte Cushman, Rachel, Fechter and Irving. 

From 1879 on Henry Clay Bamabee is as- 
sociated with the history of comic opera at 
this house, first as a member of the Boston 
Ideal Opera Company and later (after 1887) as 
one of the newly formed company long known 
as the Bostonians. 

It was at the Boston Theatre, in 1857, that 
Edwin Booth first met sweet Mary Devlin, 
herself then a member of the stock company, 
whom he soon made his wife; and it was during 
Booth's engagement here, in the spring of 
1865, that the assassination of Lincoln took 
place at the hands of the tragedian's brother. 
On that historic evening Mr. Booth was seen 
in "The Iron Chest" and "Don Ceesar de 
Bazan," and, without having heard of the sad 
tragedy, retired for the night at the home of 
his friend Dr. Orlando Tompkins in Franklin 
Square, where he was visiting. " On the 
following morning," writes the son of his host * 
" an old family servant, his colored valet, 

1 In The History of the Boston Theatre. 
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father in the Queen's closet, ^ I come to wet 
thy almost blunted purpose? ' It was thus 
made plain that Fechter had never distinguished 
* whet ' from * wet ' and that he had no notion 
of the force of ' blunted/ His idea was that the 
Ghost's declared purpose was to * wet ' d(yum 
and so reduce the excessive flame of Hamlet's 
zeal." 

Fechter was financially interested for a time 
in Selwyn's Theatre, which he renamed the 
Globe and of which he announced himself 
" sole manager " September 12, 1870. This 
house had then been in existence only three 
years and it survived less than three years longer, 
burning down May 30, 1873, in the same fire 
which consumed Chickering's pianoforte ware- 
rooms, the Chauncy Hall School and several 
other buildings in that vicinity. It was, how- 
ever, soon rebuilt by Arthur Cheney, who kept 
control of it until, in September, 1877, it passed 
into the management of John Stetson. To us 
the house is of interest as the scene, on May 16, 
1875, of Charlotte Cushman's farewell appear- 
ance in the city of her birth. 

Henry Austin Clapp characterizes Charlotte 
Cushman as " the only actress native to our 
soil to whom the adjective * great ' can fitly be 
applied." By birth, kindred and education 
she was Bostonian but she played her first 
part, that of Lady Macbeth, in New Orleans. 
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being occupied) the inevitable suffering imposed 
by her disease. 

" I was bom a tomboy," is the opening sen- 
tence of the autobiographical fragment once 
written by Miss Cushman at the request of her 
friends. In those days " tomboy *' was the 
epithet bestowed upon all girls who preferred 
games and movement to sewing a seam, in a 
quiet chimney comer, and the needle was never 
a favorite implement with the great tragedian. 
Though Charlotte was an apt scholar the family 
circumstances were such that she left school 
and began to help towards her support when 
she was only thirteen. At this time her home 
was in Charlestown, not in the North End, 
where she had been bom on the site now given 
over to a schoolhouse bearing her name. Pov- 
erty was her lot for a long time, even after she 
had begun to do well in her profession. For 
as soon as she had secured a good position at 
the Park Theatre, New York, she brought her 
mother on from Boston and made her care and 
that of the four other children the business of 
her life. Then her dearly cherished brother, 
Charley, was killed by a fall from a horse she had 
given him — a blow from which she never quite 
recovered. " The jacket he wore at the time 
was always preserved," says Miss Stebbins, her 
friend and biographer, " and went with them 
from place to place through all her wanderings." 
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recalled me to myself." And of her assumption 
of the difficult part of Claude Melnotte in 
" The Lady of Lyons " Justin McCarthy says: 
" I have seen Claude Melnotte played by many 
great actors, from Macready to Irving, but 
Miss Cushman eclipsed them all. She created 
for me the only human, the only possible, and 
the only endurable Claude Melnotte I have 
ever seen." 

It is, however, for her work in Meg Merrilies 
that Miss Cushman will be longest remembered. 
For this was the most famous and popular of 
her efforts and it was, also, the only thing she 
did which could deservedly be called a " crea- 
tion." Scott's character was nothing but the 
germ of the part as she played it. 

Much of Miss Cushman's life, after she had 
made her success, was passed in Rome, where she 
had a pleasant home and exercised delightful 
hospitality. Theodore Parker was one of the 
Bostonians whose last days in the Eternal City 
she sought to cheer. Two notes from him give 
a pleasant insight into the sweet domestic side 
of this great woman : 

" My dear Miss Cushman : — Many thanks 
for all your favors, — the drive the other day, 
the old fashioned chicken pie this day. Alas! 
I have no coach, no oven; but as you have 
often taken a kindly interest in me, I think 
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had gained this altitude by unflagging industry, 
unswerving principle, unfaltering persistence, 
untiring patience — by giving herself outright 
to her work; for she ranked painstaking above 
ability and genius. 

Miss Cushman's delight in this school event 
was profound. In a letter written to a friend 
in England, we read: "When I went to my 
native city, where they never believed in me 
as much as they did elsewhere, I came to have 
such praise as made my heart satisfied. ... I 
was proud, first, that an actress had won this 
favor; next, that for the first time it had been 
bestowed upon a woman; and then came the 
civic pride, in knowing that my townspeople 
should care that I ever Wds bom. Nothing 
in all my life has so pleased me." 

The last winter of Miss Cushman's life was 
passed at the Parker House in Boston. And 
there, surrounded by loving friends, she died 
February 18, 1876. She was buried in Mount 
Auburn after a funeral service in King's Chapel. 
From among the many contemporary tributes of 
pulpit and press I have selected the following by 
Rev. Henry W. Foote, then the minister at this 
historic church, because it does justice to the 
possibilities of the dramatic profession as well as 
because it memorializes Miss Cushman : ** There 
was a time when the world sneered at the 
possibility of virtue in dramatic life, and by 
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CHAPTER IX 

SOME ARTISTS AND BiUSICIANS WHO BiADE THE 

CITY FAMOUS 

JUST as Benjamin West had been of immense 
service to Copley at a crucial point in 
his (Copley's) career * so the Pennsylvanian 
greatly helped Gilbert Stuart when that gifted 
young American presented himself, without any 
kind of introduction, at his London studio 
and besought his good o£Sces. Gilbert Stuart, 
generally acknowledged to be our best portrait 
painter, was bom in Rhode Island (in 1755), 
but inasmuch as he passed the last twenty 
years of his life in Boston, — where he died, 
July 27, 1828, — he comes properly within the 
scope of this book. 

Almost in his cradle this bom painter began 
his life work, and by the time he was thirteen 
he had taught himself so much that he had no 
diflBculty in getting portrait orders which would 
have enabled him to at least live by his brush. 
But, just then, Cosmo Alexander, who was in 
this country on a visit, saw some of his work 
and was so struck with his talent that he took 

1 See Old Boston Days and Way$, p. 100. 
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said; and in Boston may be found today his 
greatest work, the famous portrait of Wash- 
ington, for which, with that of Mrs. Washington, 
the Athenaeum paid $1500 after Stuart's death. 

For many years Stuart's home and painting- 
room was in Washington Place, Fort Hill, 
where his geniality and charm as a conver- 
sationalist drew many sitters, all of whom soon 
assumed in his presence their most characteristic 
expressions and so met half way the artist's 
determination to get a faithful portrait. Wash- 
ington AUston has said of him that ** he seemed 
to dive into the thoughts of men ; for they were 
made to rise and speak on the surface." His 
task, as he himself put it, was " copying the 
works of God and leaving clothes to the tailors 
and mantua-makers," an interesting variation, 
surely, from the manner of Copley, who pre- 
ceded him in the painting of all Boston's 
" best people." 

During the last ten years of Stuart's life 
Washington Allston was his near neighbor, 
living and working in a bam on the Prince 
Estate, near the comer of Pearl and High Streets. 
Allston was bom in South Carolina in 1779 
and, after being educated at Newport and at 
Harvard College, sailed for England in 1801. 
There and on the Continent he enjoyed a 
period of study, but the richest years of his life 
were four which he passed in Rome living on 
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death in 1843, indeed, — at the " Belshazzar," 
on which several liberal Bostonians had ad- 
vanced part of the purchase price of ten thou- 
sand dollars demanded for it. Worry over his 
inability to complete this work is beUeved to 
have hastened AUston's death. The picture 
is now in the Boston Museum of Fine Arts. 

The next Boston painter of genius — for 
neither Chester Harding nor Joseph Ames, who 
were popular portrait painters of the nineteenth 
century, deserve this appellation — was William 
Morris Hunt, who made his home in our city 
from 1862 until his death in 1879. Hunt was 
bom in Brattleboro, Vermont, in 1824 and he 
entered Harvard College in 1840. But he 
quitted Cambridge without taking his degree 
and, after studying at Dtisseldorf and in Cou- 
ture's atelier in Paris, fell under the spell of 
Millet, through whose influence his work grew 
notably in depth and power. " When I came 
to know Millet," he has said, " I took broader 
views of humanity, of the world, of life. His 
subjects were real people who had work to do. 
. . • He is the only man since the Bible was 
written who has expressed things in a Biblical 
way.'* Millet's work is now so highly regarded 
that it is interesting to note that this Boston 
artist had much to do with bringing to him the 
success he deserved, — and that the first hun- 
dred dollar bill Millet ever had came from 
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Martin Brimmer, to whom, through Hunt's 
;ood offices, one of the master's pictures was 

In 1855 Hunt returned to America and, 
!iis marriage to Miss Louisa Dumeresq Perkins!, 
became a member of Boston's inner circle, 
ftliat " Hunt said," for he was a great wit, was 
ioon quoted at every dinner-party. His home at 
ihis time was on Beacon Street, but he did his 
painting in a small room at the comer of Sum- 
mer and Hawley Streets. There he painted his 
Brst great portrait, that of Chief Justice Shaw, 
which now hangs in the Court House at SaJcm, 
Massachusetts, and has justly been likened, for 
ts wonderful rendering of character, to the 
portraits of Velasquez. Hunt had studied 
sculpture in his youth and there is in this 
portrait (as well as in that of John A. Andrew, 
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quickly subsided. This portrait has in it some 
of the qualities which have made Sargent's 
Wertheimer the wonder of our own time. 

From the manuscripts of Kate Field Miss 
Knowlton quotes the following vivid description 
of Hunt in his studio: " You like real artists 
and specimens of real art, so come with me to 
Summer Street, mount to the top of Mercantile 
Building, pause before the name of Hunt and 
knock. The door is opened by a tall thin 
man . . . crowned with a round hat and re- 
sembling Titian as painted by himself. You 
know that you are standing before an original 
man, before one who answers his own questions. 
... Hunt has genius, not fully developed, per- 
haps (he calls himself a student), but still 
genius, and is possessed of all the charming 
simplicity of character peculiar to it. Cordial 
in manner and tremendously in earnest while 
conversing upon real things, you thank the 
good stars that have led you to one of the elect, 
one of the few who make life interesting, who 
furnish the seasoning for the social pudding, 
a man with whom you can sit down and have 
a royal good talk, from which you arise ex- 
hilarated and refreshed, ... for William Hunt 
hates sham in all its forms." 

The great fire of 1872 destroyed almost all 
Hunt's drawings and sketches, — the work of 
more than twenty years. But he rallied from 
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le blow with characteristic pluck and. five 
ears later, was exhibiting in his new studio at 
Park Square a very large and varied collection 
f works done since the fire. In the spring of 
878 he spent some time at Niagara and made 
jveral views of the Falls. From this work he 
fas called to fill two large spaces above the 
rindows of the Senate Chamber at Albany, 
rhich he did with great success. But his health 
ad not for some years been rugged and he had 
vertaxed it. The following July he went to 
he Isles of Shoals to rest under the care of his 
piends, the Thasters, and there, in September, 
he end came. His lifeless body was found 
loating in a small reser\'oir among the low hills, 
laving fallen from the adjacent ledge during 
n attack of the vertigo to which he was subject. 
in. S. W. Whitman, who was one of Hunt's 
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themselves in a secluded pool overhung by 
luxuriant green foliage. The trees, the gray 
tones of the water, and the flesh tones of the 
figures, which are partly under water, combine 
to make a beautiful color scheme while the 
figure of one lad, who is poised on his com- 
panions' shoulders, ready to dive, is a superb 
piece of modelling. 

And now we come to the musicians whom 
"fond memory recalls" in connection with 
nineteenth century Boston: Jenny Lind, who 
was married here, Ole Bull, who had a residence 
in nearby Cambridge, and Adelaide Phillips, 
whose early years were passed in Boston and 
who always called the city " home.'' 

Let us then begin with Jenny Lind, whom 
Phineas T. Bamum brought to America in 1850 
and who seems in every way to have been one 
of the few among that showman's offerings 
who was " worth the price of admission." It 
was a high price, too; $640 was paid in Boston 
for the first choice of seats at her initial concert 
in the Old Tremont Temple. Thomas Ryan, 
to whose Recollections of An Old Musician 
I am indebted for much of my information 
concerning the concerts of this period, records 
that he himself paid fifteen dollars apiece for 
three good seats on this occasion. And when 
Mile. Lind gave her final concert in Boston, in 
the hall of the then just-finished Fitchburg 
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)epot, one thousand people paid a dollar each 
or standing room. 

Whatever Jenny Lind did as a singer pales 
lefore what Barnum accompUshed for her as a 
iress agent. Probably a year in advance of 
he young woman's arrival in America he began 
o spread broadcast, through tlie papers of the 
lay, tales of " the Swedish Nightingale," the 
' musical saint," the " angel of the stage " and 
he rest. A regular system of short paragraphs 
nd lengthy histories was sent out from his 
ffices and published far and wide, the reason 
icing that he had agreed, without ever having 
een or heard Jenny Lind, to pay her $1000 
ach for one hundred and fifty concerts in addi- 
lon to paying all the expenses of herself, her 
ecretary and her companion. Her pianist was 
D be given $25,000, her baritone $12,500 and 
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gave her lessons under Garcia; then years of 
careful training for the opera and preparations 
for a public debut. Finally, all the great capitals 
of Europe are at Jenny's feet; in one the police 
were not able to control the crowds who wished 
to hear her and the infantry had to be called 
out ! Yet, after six years of this, said the press- 
notices, Jenny Lind came suddenly to the 
conclusion that she must not longer mingle with 
theatre folk. Fortuitously, it was mentioned 
that oratorio was her best medium and that 
she was now giving away all her money to the 
poor. 

Never before in the world's history had such 
talent been united with so many virtues and 
such great benevolence! So skillfully was the 
public assured of this by Bamum that, when 
Jenny Lind's steamer arrived in New York, 
enthusiasm was actually boundless. Twenty 
thousand people surrounded her hotel until 
midnight, serenading her with a band of two 
hundred pieces and hoarsely shouting her name. 
Not until Bamum had led her out on the 
balcony to bow her thanks, would the crowd 
disperse. Mile. Lind was now a mania just as 
her manager had meant she should be. 

But could she sing? you ask. Hear what 
Thomas Ryan, an accomplished musician, and 
for many years a member of the famous Men- 
delssohn Quintet Club of Boston, has to say on 
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is score: " She deserved ail that was claimed 
' her, — unmusical nonsensic-al stories ex- 
ited. Her voice was of extensive range, 
iching easily to D. in alt, — a voice of veiled 
ality with something of the essence of a tear 
it. She had almost unlimited execution, 
ag with great earnestness, and did everything 
a highly finished broad style. Such pieces 
' On Mighty Pens ' from the Creation, and 
know that My Redeemer Liveth ' she sang 
th so devotional a sentiment that she really 
;med like some inspired priestess proclaiming 
r faith. Doubtless many people in Boston 
II remember that, when she had reached the 
d of the last-named .song and made her bow, 
iniel Webster, who was a listener, arose from 
i seat in the audience and, with great dignity, 
:urned the bow. 
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the theme of the cavatina, when it was perceived 
that her wonderfully fine musical ear had un- 
erringly guided her through the mazes of the 
long cadenza and brought her to the tonic note of 
the piece with surprising correctness of intona- 
tion. I think she was not overrated when called 
a * great singer/ " 

As soon as Bamum saw what his ^^ Nightin- 
gale '' could do he oflFered to share with her all 
the proceeds above $5500 a night and pay her 
her stipulated $1000 a night beside. In this 
way her receipts from the tour which he man- 
aged for her were over $175,000 and his over 
$530,000. Nearly all her share she gave, as 
she gave practically all her money, to charity. 
Yet there was a close approach to a riot, — 
glass being smashed and many ladies fainting 
because of the great showman's bad faith, — at 
the Fitchburg Depot concert, and if " P. T." 
had not fled by carriage from his quarters at 
the Revere House and boarded the night train 
to New York from the suburbs he would have 
been roughly handled by the indignant mob 
whose money he had taken for standing room 
that didn't exist. 

The house in quaint Louisburg Square where 
Jenny Lind married her accompanist. Otto 
Goldschmidt, is still standing. It was then the 
home of Samuel G. Ward, a well known Bos- 
tonian who was the local agent of Baring 
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Brothers, the London bankers of lliat era, and 
the house with which the " Swedish Nightiu- 
^ale " did her business. In the Boston Courier 
af February 6, 1853, appears this brief notice of 
:.he wedding: 

" Although St. Valentine's Day has not quite 
■cached us, yet the ' first bird of the season ' 
las already chosen her mate. The queen of 
iong has committed matrimony. Jenny Lind 
s Jenny Lind no longer, but Mrs. Goldschmidt. 
[n plain English, the following record was made 
r-esterday on the books of the Boston city 
■egistrar : 

" ' Married in this city, at the residence of 
Wr. S. G. Ward, by Rev. Charles Mason, as- 
listed by Rev. Dr. Wainwright of New York, 
he Swedish consul, Hon. Edward Everett, 
tfr. and Mrs. T. W. Ward, Mr. N. I. Bowditch, 
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conclusion ' for years. The next song of the 
nightmgale will, of course, be * Home, Sweet 
Home/ May she live a thousand years and 
sing it every day." 

For one of her tours Jenny Lind engaged 
the orchestral services of the Germania Society, 
an organization which first came to this country 
in April, 1848, and in which William Schultze 
was long first violin and Carl Zerrahn first 
flute. This organization soon put in a whole 
season in Boston, giving twenty-four Saturday 
evening concerts and the same number of 
public rehearsals on Wednesday afternoons. 
It appears to have been the precursor of the 
Boston Symphony orchestra which, since 1880, 
has been generously maintained by Mr. Henry 
L. Higginson. It was with the Grermania that 
the famous girl violinist, Camilla Urso, of 
whom a competent critic has said that she was 
one of the few young wonders who developed 
into great artists at maturity, travelled as a 
star. 

The red-letter musical event in the Boston 
of this period was the Peace Jubilee of 1869, 
organized and conducted by Patrick Sarsfield 
Gilmore, Carl Zerrahn acting as general musical 
director, Die Bull and Carl Rosa playing first 
violin in an orchestra numbering one thousand 
pieces(!) the great singer, Parepa-Rosa, doing 
the soprano solo parts and Adelaide Phillips 
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le contralto ones. GUmore had himself been 
I the Ci\'il War and the impulse to celebmle 
I festive fashion peace and the gathering of 
le Southern States back into the fold seems to 
ave been a genuine one nith him. But besides 
eing a loyal Unionist and a respectable mu^- 
ian he possessed great executive ability and so 
•as able to inspire a large number of people 
■ith such belief in the success of his undertaking 
dat they were willing to become its financial 
uarantors. Accordingly, a wooden building of 
ood acoustic properties was erected on or near 
be site of the Old Art Museum, — a building 
apable of holding fjty Ihmtsand persons, in- 
luding a chorus of ten thousand and the 
reat orchestra already mentioned! 
The first question which arises in connection 
■ith this " monster " festival is — where did 
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glad, after being carefully drilled by Mr. 
Zerrahn and his assistants in their home-towns, 
to come to Boston and help Mr. Gilmore make 
a Peace Festival. Of course real critics, like 
John S. Dwight, loathed the whole thing and 
said so. (Dwight absolutely refused to endorse 
the Jubilee in the columns of his Journal of 
Mitsic even when requested to do so by Oliver 
Ditson, his publisher. And he is said to have 
spent the whole week at Nahant, where the 
strident echoes of the affair could not reach 
him.) But several good men had a hand in the 
celebration none the less: J. K. Paine and 
Dudley Buck directed their own compositions; 
Eben Tourjee led, when " Nearer, My God, to 
Thee '' and other hymns were sung, and Julius 
Eichberg wrote for this occasion his tuneful 
" To Thee, O Country '' which has since be- 
come popular. 

The most marvellous thing about the whole 
Festival was that, although it cost $283,000 it 
paid for itself and showed a balance of nearly 
ten thousand dollars on the right side of the 
ledger! This, too, in spite of the fact that 
real cannon with artillery-men to set them 
ofiF were used in the national airs, one hundred 
red-shirted firemen were drafted to bring out 
the staccato parts of the ** Anvil Chorus,'' and 
all the professionals were paid for their services. 
Mrs. Abba Goold Woolson, who went to the 
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'slival on one of its big days, sent back to the 
bncord, N. H., Monitor a sprightly account 
J this experience by means of which all who 
Ired to might go with her " into the big tent." 
(ere are some bits of her article; 

' Keeping fast hold of our checks, we walk 

Iwn the broad, empty aisle to the balcony's 

Ige, and look over into the parquet. What 

immense expanse of people and benches 

vad below us; what a vast, lofty roof above, 

I awave with gay banners! Up there, at the 

Ldit, is the organ, and tlie big drum, large and 

, towers before it — ' Let Us Have Peace,' 

I its head plainly visible. On the left of these 

the chorus — ^ all men; on the right, a 

lighter throng — the women. Faces there 

indistinguishable, of course. It might 

I called, indeed, a sea of humanity. . . . Down 
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rose in his coat and his energetic bow, and he 
has whisked about on his stand, and his white 
gloves and baton are beating the air. Here 
comes the music. But we are not stunned. No 
louder than that? Now it bursts out strong 
enough. Still we are alive and still able to 
look about us calmly again when the piece is 
finished. The voices are full and rich and 
strong, but blent into strange softness, like 
the sound from the myriad waves of a distant 
sea. The Judgment Hymn and Janotti's Grand 
March, the first original music produced, rouse 
us more. The house is liberal with applause. 

" But now everybody begins to look for 
Parepa. She seems the chief attraction of the 
whole festival. They say, around us, that she 
is to come up the stairway, behind the great 
drum. All are watching. The applause starts 
up, there is a gleam of yellow silk, and the 
queenly woman appears, following her escort 
down through the narrow aisles to Gilmore's 
stand. At every step the enthusiastic welcome 
grows and rolls in a stormy tide to her feet. 
See, the conquering singer comes! She stands 
one step below Mr. Gilmore, drops her bouquet, 
adjusts her music, and is ready. We take note 
of the gorgeous yellow tunic, deeply flounced 
with black lace, the light, flowing skirt, and her 
superb physique, and noble head — when hark ! 
here come the notes, beginning the song from 
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Robert.' We wonder that we can hear 
iiem, how sweet, how soft, how clear, yet, too, 
ow far off! The homage is wild when it is 
brough. She sails out behind the drum again, 
1 spite of it all, but it is of no use, she has to 
jturn, amid greater enthusiasm; but onJy to 
ow, she will not sing. 
" Now that Anvil Chorus is to come. The 
*d-shirted firemen, who have been for the 
ist half hour moving up and down the aisles, 
re all in their places, extending back on each 
ide of the leader, fifty in a row. The music 
egins. Their hammers are held in air ready, 
ut we see no anvils. Clang, comes the stroke, 
rilmore's arms swing alternately up and down, 
nd they obey them instantly, and cease in- 
tantly when he flings them back. Crash, the 
uns thunder over our heads. How it starts 
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The plaudits are still more tempestuous when 
it is through. The proud firemen evidently 
think themselves the chief element of the suc- 
cess, and they attract all eyes from their pic- 
turesque look. It is all gone over again, and 
the audience seem to wish it might never 
cease. . . . Those artillerymen out there must 
be kept busy loading their twelve guns. They 
are two hundred feet off; yet we wish they were 
a little farther, for there is a reverberation 
against the roof, a jar of the building which is 
not pleasant. 

"" When the national song is concluded, 
another storm of plaudits sets in, like that after 
the Anvil Chorus. All of us are insane again, 
and this time more so. We can scarcely keep 
from springing upon our seats and cheering. 
The men, here and there, do throw up their 
hats, and all break into an audible — what shall 
we call it? — not a cheer, but a groan of delight 
that nms around the house. What a proud 
moment for Parepa, surely the proudest in 
her life. As this is her last song, she has taken a 
chair, and intends to spend the rest of the 
afternoon with us. Now she is bending over, 
talking to her husband, Carl Rosa, who sits 
among the violins on her right. Of course 
she has to rise and repeat, and now her last note 
dies away. After that Arbuckle's trumpet, and 
she applauded him heartily with her white kids. 
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" ' The Harp that once through Tara*3 halls ' 
8 sung by everybody and everything there, and 
s unspeakably sweet and satisfying. We hope 
he soul of Tom Moore is present to hear. But 
.he audience are now tired of applauding. We 
ill rise, as requested, at the last, for the Hun- 
Iredth Psalm, but nobody seems to sing; all 
vant to hear the chorus. 

" Then comes the end. Every note has died 
iway along the pennoned rafters, and the 
)reezes only are swaying the sunlit ban- 
lers. . . ." 

The second Jubilee, held in June, 1872, was 
o celebrate the World's Peace, — the Pranco- 
*russian War being then just over — and the 
hing " featured " was the band-work of various 
European nations. On this occasion Strauss, 
he composer, conducted his own waltzes and 



IN OLD BOSTON 303 

already been doing things in a singing way 
on the Museum stage for some years but who 
was desirous of pursuing her musical studies 
further and whom Jenny Lind graciously fitted 
out with a check for a thousand dollars and a 
letter of warm recommendation to her own 
instructor, Emanuel Garcia. 

Additional help being given to Miss Phillips 
by that " grand, upright and square '* man, 
Jonas Chickering, she left home (in 1852) with 
her father for England, where for two years she 
studied with Garcia, a brother of the immortal 
Malibran, and possessed, like his sister, of much 
magnetism and power. Before returning to the 
great success which awaited her in Boston Miss 
Phillips had a triumphal season in Italy, her 
wonderful voice, sympathetic acting and charm- 
ing presence uniting to bring her great applause 
wherever she was heard. But by 1855 she was 
back in her home city and, the following spring, 
she appeared with great success in Italian opera 
in Philadelphia and in New York. Her great 
role at this time was as Azucena in " II Trova- 
tore,'* then a new opera, in which Mile. Fillippi, 
as she was called, was obliged to create the part. 
She made this gypsy mother a tragic heroine, 
just as Charlotte Cushman did with Meg 
Merrilies, and her rendering of the character 
has remained the standard ever since. 

In oratorio Miss Phillips was no less successful 
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an on the lyric stage. That was a great 
casion when, on December 30, 18C0, she made 
r first appearance before the Boston Haod^ 
d Haydn Society in the Messiah. " Her 
odering of the impressive Aria, ' He was 
spised,' came not only with artistic power 
it from a devotional nature." Miss Philhps' 
it appearance with the Handel and Haydn 
iciety was on November 24, 1878. She then 
ng, very appropriately, as it turned out, 
.'rdi's " Requiem Mass." Two years later, 
e purchased the farm in Marshfield with 
lich her name is now so touchingly associated 
d there, in 1882, she died, after a long struggle 

against ill health — to keep up her work 
the Ideal Opera Company, of which she was 

important member. Like Charlotte Cush- 
in, with whom her career has several parallels. 
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there set up, at the ripe age of seventy. Die 
Bull seems to have possessed one quality very 
rare among musicians, — real delight in giving 
pleasure through his art. " It was not neces- 
sary,'' records Mrs. James T. Fields, " when 
he was to give his friends the favor of a visit, 
to suggest that he should bring his violin. He 
never failed to remember that he could find 
his fullest expression through that medium and 
when the proper moment arrived was always 
ready to contribute his large share to the 
pleasure of the time. There was a generosity 
about bestowing himself in private for others 
which was delightful. He was proud to give 
what he possessed. His friends cannot forget 
his manner of going and standing with his violin 
in the comer of the library, where, drawing up 
his fine figure to its full height and throwing 
back his head, he would stand silent until he 
was prompted to begin." It has been said in all 
seriousness that it was an impossibility for 
** the heroic Bull " to sit down and play. 
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OCTAL QUEENS AND THE WOHLD THEY RUZ>EO 

[T is a striking coincidence that three wives 
of Boston Otises should have been soaal 
queens in the real meaning of that word. 
'he first Mrs. Harrison Gray Otis, who was 
escribed and pictured in the book preceding 
lis one ^ occupied a prominent place in the 
:publican court circles of her day as well as in 
oston; for her husband succeeded Fisher 
mes in Congress twenty years before he took up 
is duties as second Mayor of Boston. By the 

mo Mr nHo ^am« to n<.o..-»T' tlio n«.t,f^„ 
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Boston society. This young woman had been 
a famous beauty and belle even before she 
married the young son and namesake of the 
then Mayor of Boston. She had received the 
most careful education and the finest culture 
that the best masters could give, and she had 
had the advantage of life in one of those Boston 
homes made luxurious and beautiful by the 
East India trade. So though the Otis family 
stood among the highest in the land, it hon- 
ored itself by an alliance with Elizabeth Board- 
man. 

Very early she was left a widow. And she 
seems for a time to have fulfilled the lively 
traditions of that state. According to the 
gossips of the day she numbered among her 
admirers men like Daniel Webster and Henry 
Clay as well as many others of less renown. 

Samuel Breck, who was in Mrs. Otis's own 
set, by birth, appears not to have approved of 
her at all. One finds among his notes (April 
12, 1832) this reference to her: " This lady, a 
widow and mother of five children and already 
of a certain age, has been displaying and flirting 
during the winter in Philadelphia and Wash- 
ington, giving the tone and assuming the lead. 
At Mrs. Lloyd's (Breck's Philadelphia sister) 
she found fault with the rooms; they were too 
small; she must have spacious parlors; her 
friends in Boston told her she must go home 
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ind build, and when she does broad ami 
'ooms will gratify her vanity. 

" This lady-traveller," continues Breck tartly, 
' inherited about one hundred and fifty tfaou- 
jand dollars from her father, and is, For the 
■est, a light-hearted woman, not destitute of- 
sit and smartness, and has been much attended 
:o by the fashionable circles of our city. She 
s a little of a virago, too. It is said tlint in 
Boston she frequently visited on foot in the 
:vening, always trusting to an Irish servant for 
)rotection on her return home, and of course 
ieclining the escort of the beaux who offered 
heir services. Some of these were miffed at 
ler refusal, and one evening waylaid her and 
ler Irish squire in order to frighten them. 
)he, seeing a man approach saucily, turned to 
he servant. ' John,' said she, ' knock that' 

nan ^own ■ ' i.ru^r. wliiot. Tnl... l-^™.l-,^ K;_v 
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nd to the lack of true hospitality when it 

libited itself in others. Mrs. Julia Ward 

in her delightfully written Reminis- 

tells with sufficient point of the enter- 

Inmeut she and her husband received at the 

inds of the poet Wordsworth. After their 

Iter of introduction had been presented a 

Ite carae inviting them to take tea with the 

L and his family that evening. When they 

rived, however, the sole topic of conversation 

i a money loss the Wordsworths had recently 

[stained by an investment in American secur- 

- and the tea to which they had been 

Iden proved to be merely a cup of tea sensed 

Ithout a table. Yet even this meagre hos- 

lality was lavish in comparison with that of 

Bostonian who, In return for the cordial 

i-tiiinment that had been offered him and his 
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proved that, where people of congenial tastes 
and real mental alertness are met together, 
there can be true hospitality on slender physical 
nutriment. For the " mighty bowls of hot 
stewed oysters '' she substituted tea and cakes. 
And she even served " this and nothing more " at 
her home at the comer of Mt. Vernon and Joy 
Streets, during the week when she kept open 
house in celebration of the opening of the Boston 
and Montreal road and had President Fillmore 
and Lord Elgin among her guests! Mrs. Otis 
dared to be herself — always. 

When the spirit moved she even ventured to 
write a book, thus blandly disregarding those 
who would place all literary women beyond the 
pale. The Barclays of Boston is interesting 
reading by reason of its reflection of the social 
theories of its author. " From the first days 
of their marriage/* it declares, " Mr. and Mrs. 
Barclay were always at home in the evening, 
cheerful and happy, and delighted to see pleasant 
faces aroimd them. This being perfectly under- 
stood, and also, from its great rarity, extremely 
appreciated, there was no lack of visitors. In- 
deed, no one can exaggerate the value of such 
a house as theirs had always been in a com- 
munity where so few are opened in the same 
way. They conferred a great social blessing on 
many who, having no ties of kindred, looked 
upon their fireside as an oasis in the desert; 
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eir house was, also, a resource for strangers; 
ey received ail the nobilities who passed 
rough the city, and thereby derived a very 
pial advantage from foreign intercourse, wbidi 
)es a vast deal, in America, toward rubbing 
f the dust collected by describing, diumally, 
;e same circle of opinions and feelings. 
" Everything was in daily use io Mrs. Bar- 
ay's home; she had no one article of table 
[uipage that was better than another, and 
lis saved a world of trouble, time and temper, 
le two latter of dominant importance in all 
>useholds; for, if there is a bit of porcelain 
lat excels another, it is sure never to be forth- 
>ming, in an American establishment, when it 
most required. Her dinners were excellent, 
id served unpretendingly, she having no 
;sire to ape foreign fashions with a few serv- 
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indeed, and the charm of social intercourse a 
greater one still." 

It was, however, in the sanitary commission 
work of the Civil War period that Madame Otis, 
as she came to be called, contributed what was 
perhaps the greatest service of her life. But 
here again she did things in her own way 
regardless of what " society " might say. For 
when there was a chance to make five dollars 
for the Northern cause by selling a kiss to a 
sailor she sold the kiss. At the beginning of 
the war she had been asked to take charge of the 
Evans House, which had been turned over to 
the city of Boston for the soldiers' use, and she 
did this, as she did everything, with marked 
executive ability. Hundreds of thousands of 
dollars passed through her hands and she 
herself gave $50,000, as well as all her time, to 
this fund for the soldiers. It is said that she 
never missed a day at her post throughout the 
war, never bought a new gown during that 
period and usually walked to the office to save 
cab hire. It was she, too, who, by opening her 
house for a public reception each Washington's 
Birthday, drew public attention to the desira- 
bility of making that day a national holiday. 
The honoring of Washington particularly ap- 
pealed to her and she worked for it in many 
ways. She helped secure funds for the purchase 
of Thomas Ball's equestrian statue of Washing- 
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)n; ^ and for the purchase of Washington's 
)mb at Mt. Vernon she gave a baU at the 
oston Theatre, on March 4, 1859, which is 
ironicled as being " more splendid in its array 
F fair women and brave men, and nobler in ita 
urpose than anything which has ever preceded 
." This affair netted ten thousand dollars. 

It was for the Boston Theatre ball of a year 
-ter, - — that given in 1860 to the then Prince 
; Wales, the late Edward VII of England, — 
lat Mrs. Otis's mantua-makers designed for 
er the famous gown of old lace and purple 
slvet shown in the life-size portrait of her by 
eorge P. A. Healy herewith reproduced. 

The first waltz ever danced on an American 
3or had for its participants Mrs. Harrison 
ray Otis and Lorenzo Papanti. Since the 
mals of Boston society were for years bound 
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With barely time to get letters of introduction 
and to take clothing, — in which he did not 
fail to include his full court regalia, however, — 
he made his way to the old frigate IronsideSy the 
officers of which, knowing his story, took him 
aboard as a member of their band. In Boston 
he presented his letters and for a time eked out 
a scanty livelihood playing in the orchestra of 
the Boston Theatre. Then, with the help of his 
society friends, he founded Papanti's dancing 
academy. For a long term of years the little 
assembly room at 23 Tremont Street, opposite 
the old Boston Museum, was the scene of many 
juvenile trials and youthful triumphs. For 
there the two Papantis, father and son, succes- 
sively taught little slippered feet to glide and 
not stumble, and awkward but well-meaning 
Boston youths how to bear themselves with 
courtly grace. Himdreds of memories centre 
about the tall spare man who there called out 
his directions over his violin bow and who 
was never visible save in the impressive elegance 
of a dress coat and a well-fitting curly wig. 

But though Papanti was teaching Boston's 
young people to dance, social life was still very 
simple in the quaint old city. Few people went 
away in summer, previous to 1850, and those 
who did strayed not further than Nahant, 
which Tom Appleton had wittily dubbed 
" cold roast Boston." Many parts of Boston 
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Which would seem to prove that such things 
occasionally happened. 

Mrs. George Ticknor ruled as a ** social 
queen " in the famous house at the head of 
Park Street at which Lafayette had stayed in 
1824. Mrs. Kate Gannett Wells, who remem- 
bers vividly the gracious hospitality exercised 
in this hospitable mansion by the wife of the 
Spanish historian, declares that the one Boston 
woman — with the exception of Emily Marshall 
— upon whom the appellation of social queen 
may rightly be bestowed is 'Mrs. Ticknor. 
" From the beginning of her married life until 
her death she was a queen. There was only 
one Mrs. Ticknor, by implication, and greatly 
honored were those who had access to her 
house, — to the parlor and to the library 
upstairs, the throne room as it were. There 
she and Mr. Ticknor received nightly. About 
half -past nine the waiter brought in a tray of 
cakes and ices, sometimes cakes only. The 
nobility and the scholars of Europe met there 
as nowhere else. Prescott, Motley, G. S. Hilliard 
were often to be seen. I have never seen any 
society equal to what was there, quiet cordiality 
shading oflF into degrees of welcome, high-bred 
courtesy in discussion and courtly grace of 
movement. Politics were discussed, never scan- 
dal. The basis of life was character and litera- 
ture, its usage was good English and deferential 
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she was in Washington and not Boston at 
the time — that Mrs. Howe wrote her " Battle 
Hymn/^ 

This house must always be chiefly associated, 
however, with Mrs. John T. Sargent and her 
assembly of Transcendentalists. Charles 
Lamb's remark about the fat woman seated in 
the doorway that " it was a shrewd zephyr 
that could escape her '' had its application to 
the person of distinction who could get in — 
and out — of Boston without going to the 
Radical Club. Not that Mrs. Sargent per- 
secuted her lions or tracked them worryingly to 
their lairs. Listead she made her house on the 
Monday when the Radical Club was meeting 
there a resort so intellectually stimulating that 
no one wished to escape. The Radical Club 
had its origin in the spring of the year *67 in 
the growing desire of certain ministers and lay- 
men for larger liberty of faith, fellowship and 
communion. It had no formal organization 
and its members represented all religious de- 
nominations. The Club's first meeting was held 
at 17 Chestnut Street, the residence of Rev. 
Cyrus Bartol, and for a time it oscillated between 
that number and thirteen. But it never went 
outside of Chestnut Street and it soon came to 
regard the roomy parlor of Mrs. Sargent's 
home as its permanent headquarters. Then 
it grew in fame and numbers until at its 
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There they formed the background for the 
most extraordinary gatherings ever held in 
an American city. Merely to name those who 
read papers, contributed to the discussion or 
sat quietly listening during the sessions of the 
Radical Club would be to call again the roll of 
the New England intellectuals. Emerson, who 
was quite a regular attendant at the beginning 
of the club's career, stopped going as soon as 
the meetings were opened to the press because 
he had an unconquerable aversion to being 
reported. He never could be brought to believe 
that interest had anything to do with the desire 
to know of the deliberations of the club; he set 
it all down to an improper curiosity which 
ought to be snubbed instead of humored. But 
those who were then reporters became later 
very distinguished in literature. Louise Chan- 
dler Moulton, whose brilliant accounts of the 
club's activities, published in the New York 
Tribune^ did much to increase its fame and 
influence, Nora Perry, Grace Greenwood, Frank 
Sanborn, Samuel Bowles and Kate Field, all of 
whom helped the public to understand what 
the club was about. Frank Sanborn's address 
on the very modem subject of the newspaper 
is delightful reading as sketched in Mrs. Sar- 
gent's little volume. Reminiscences of the Radi- 
cal Club. Mostly, however, the topics discussed 
were much more abstruse than this. 
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great friend of my mother's. I remember her 
as a devoted whist player and tiring to me 
because I had to wait while she and my parents 
and WilUam I. Bowditch played cards evenings. 

" Kate Field, — strong-minded, — I liked be- 
cause she was of the theatre; Anna Dickinson, 
so awfully herself and badly dressed, a great 
chum of my father's; John Weiss, the nearest 
to genius of them all except — Emerson — so 
abstract yet human, sweet and deep. The sight 
of his regularly failing memory and faculties 
were painful. Colonel Higginson, gentleman 
and rhetorician, par excellence; my father, of the 
good old school, above all the gentleman; Mary 
Mapes Dodge, my mother's closest friend, 
brimming over with human nature and jokes. 
. • . One night, to my mother's dismay, the 
Chinese professor at Harvard stayed, after the 
others had gone, until 2 a. M. ; finally, in des- 
peration, she offered him a cup of tea — and 
one sip and he was gone — the Chinese con- 
vention. — ... And more than anyone else I 
remember Wendell Phillips, my father's dearest 
friend, a wonderful orator and ■ talker whom 
I revered for the martyrdom he had been 
through, a fanatic, but the most honest man I 
ever knew." 

Such were some of those whom Mrs. Sargent 
drew about her fireside at IS Chestnut Street. 
Certainly, she deserves a place among the social 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE OLD TIME HOSTELRIES AND THEIB STAGES 

IN the early days of New England * the 
tavern or " ordinary," was very closely 
connected with the meeting-house. At 
the time this relation was a necessary one, for 
it was only by thawing out at a tavern, before 
and after church, that human nature could pre- 
pare for and recover from the long dry sermons 
given in an unheated meeting-house. Was it 
because there was so much thought of a fiery 
hereafter in the religion of long-ago, I wonder, 
that the setting for devotional exercise was 
never a warm place? Or was it all merely a 
quiet arrangement to benefit the tavern-keeper? 
Certainly, the discomforts of staging bene- 
fited the tavern-keeper. And the shrewd 
Yankees who started our early stage lines were 
not long in setting up, at convenient intervals 
along their routes, houses which in fact as 'well 
as on their sign-boards dispensed " refreshment 
for man and beast." Some who are always 
sighing for " the good old times " like, even in 
this twentieth century, to linger upon the 

^ See Among Old New England Inns, 
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boxes I do not wish to travel in. They were huge 
carriages made to stow away some thirty 
human beings who sit cheek by jowl as best 
they can. Two poor fellows, who were not 
much in the habit of making their toilet, 
squeezed me into a comer, while the hot sun 
drew from their garments a villainous compound 
of smells made up of salt fish, tar, and molasses. 

" By and by, just twelve — only twelve — 
bouncing factory girls were introduced, who 
were going on a party of pleasure to Newport, 
* Make room for the ladies," bawled out the 
superintendent. * Come, gentlemen, jump up 
on the top; plenty of room there.* * I'm afraid 
of a bridge knocking my brains out,' said a 
passenger. Some made one excuse and some 
another. . . . The whole twelve were, however, 
introduced and soon made themselves at home 
sucking lemons and eating green apples." 

And then, nothing being more difficult to 
sympathize with, on a railroad train, than 
your fellow-passenger's desire to eat fruit, 
Breck proceeds to give expression to the pent-up 
snobbery of his soul : " The rich and the poor, 
the educated and the ignorant, the polite and 
the vulgar, all herd together in this modem 
improvement in travelling. . . . Steam, so use- 
ful in many respects, interferes with the comfort 
of travelling, destroys every salutary distinction 
in society, and overturns by its whirligig power 
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much as possible, in order that the person who 
was to take the coach might be up and dressed 
when it reached his door. When the coach 
arrived there was no light inside and passengers 
waited until daybreak before they could see 
who were their fellow passengers." 

Even as late as 1835 going to New York by 
stage was a good deal of an undertaking and for 
at least a fortnight in advance would be a sub- 
ject of much conversation on the part of the 
intending traveller and his friends. Then the 
adventuring one would go to the stage oflSce 
at 7 Elm Street, engage a seat for his journey 
and leave word for the stage to call at his home 
for him. The following evening at 7.30 the 
old vehicle would come lumbering up to his 
door and his trunk would be strapped on the 
rack behind. This process and the return trip 
to the oflSce for the mail occupied until 10 p. M. 
when the stage would really set out on its jour- 
ney. One who took the trip in the month of 
February, 1835, has thus described it: 

" We left the stage office on time, five pas- 
sengers on the inside. The route out of the 
city was through Elm, Hanover, Court, Cam- 
bridge and Charles Streets over the Milldam. 
The Milldam commenced at Arlington Street 
and ran over what is now called Beacon Street 
as far as Brookline Avenue. The toll-gate was 
located about opposite the foot of Clarendon 



the town of Sturbri 
pike. Here we hai 
we changed from w 
we reached Hartf or« 
good hot dinner, 
became poor. Manj 
the gentlemen had t 
rived at New Haven 
night. We had our h 
old Boston Post Boa 
stopped for a change 
gentlemen went for S4 
hot toddy, the price c 
• . . The price of mi 
supper twenty-five c 
cents. You could m 
paying a quarter an< 
twelve and a half cen 
set a good table with p 
" On arriving in Nei 
the Bowery, ChathflTn 



IN OLD BOSTON 331 

and lame we were, too, when the trip was 
ended.'* 

How greatly the coming of the railroad 
facilitated travel to New York is seen by the 
fact that, in 1839, persons wishing to make 
the journey could leave Boston for Providence 
(in all but the winter months) at four o'clock 
in the afternoon, taking the steamer immedi- 
ately upon arriving in the Rhode Island city 
and get into New York at eleven the next 
morning. The total expense, including supper 
and stateroom, was now $7.00, a saving of 
$10.50 over the cost of that trip which, in 
1835, made our friend " tired and lame." 

The ramifications of the stage coach as a 
commercial institution were, however, so varied 
and so numerous that, for a long time, it was 
quite the custom to talk of the " calamity of 
railways." The Boston Traveller encouraged 
this cordially, for it was a " stage coach paper," 
issued on Tuesdays and Fridays (beginning in 
1825), for the express purpose of giving all the 
latest news about stage routes. How large a 
volume of patronage the stage coach as an 
institution commanded may be judged from 
the fact that, in 1832, there were ninety-three 
lines of stages running out of Boston. Time 
tables and stage lists were issued by Badger 
and Porter from 1825 to 1836, and all this time 
the Eastern Stage Company, a consolidation 
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If stage coach interests, was doing an enormous 
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i well as iu its stages and taverns. Moreover, 

|.hc taverns in the cities no less than iu the 

ouiitry towns were, in many cases, owned by 

who controlled stock in the stage lines. 

Jne chronicler tells us that " the taverns of 

iJoston were the original business exchanges; 

Ihey combined the Counting House, the Ex- 

bange Office, the Reading-room and the Bank. 

ach represented a locality. 
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f to see a man from Dedham ' — it was the 

csurl of all from Norfolk County. The old 
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days it was kept by Laban Adams, father of 
" Oliver Optic '' Adams. Near by, on Hay ward 
Place, Jamous today as the resort of Bohemian 
diners-out, was another noted inn called the 
White Horse. 

In the nineteenth century, however, the 
imique claim to a picturesque cognomen and 
sign-board belonged to the Indian Queen on 
Bromfield Street. This was a noted stage tavern 
and it was kept - - till 1816 — by Isaac Trask 
and afterwards by his widow Nabby. Then it 
began to be called the Bromfield House. One 
of its landlords was Simeon Boy den, father of 
Dwight Boyden, the first landlord of the 
Tremont House, and of Frederic Boyden, one 
of the early landlords of the Astor House, New 
York. Subsequently the Bromfield House was 
kept by Preston Shepard (1823) who was, in 
turn, followed as a landlord by the Crocketts, 
father and son. 

Mrs. Kate Gannett Wells has written charm- 
ingly * of the entertainment which used to be 
oflfered in this picturesque old hostelry: 

" In the days of the Crocketts, Col. Selden 
Crockett and his son S. Frank Crockett (1844- 
1869), its great courtyard was renowned for the 
vehicles of all kinds which drove into it from 
the suburbs and the city proper. In this yard 
was a wonderful well, concerning which Mr. 

1 In the New England Magaxine of January, 1893. 
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true patriotism, and quick kindliness, * a good 
man to tie to ' as many a one said who sought 
his aid. This house was the dinner centre of 
the old-fashioned Jacksonian Democracy, Frank- 
lin Pierce, Caleb Gushing . . . Hon. George 
O. Hilliard and many others were constantly 
there; even Governor Andrew said that the 
best relief he obtained from his duties at 
the State House was the mid-day dinner at 
Col. Crockett's. At the farewell dinner, April 
7, 1869, when the house was closed forever, 
B. P. Shillaber wrote an ode called *The Old 
Bromfield House ' which was sung to the tune 
of * Auld Lang Syne.' *' 

With the introduction of the " hourlies '* 
several hotels quite near Boston came to be 
well known, among them the old Norfolk House, 
which stood on the site of the present Norfolk 
House in Eliot Square, Roxbury. This was 
the first public house in the vicinity and it was 
the terminus of a very profitable line of " bus- 
ses." Previous to the inception of this enter- 
prise (in 1826) the stage coaches on the various 
roads running out of Boston had been the 
only regular means of public conveyance by 
which a person could get from one part of the 
city to another or from the city to its immediate 
suburbs. But in the same year that Brooks 
Bowman was inspired to set up this service 
for Roxbury Stephen Wiley established a similar 
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hour omnibus service with no conveyance 
leaving Boston after twelve o'clock at night. 
A story is told in this connection which shows 
the kindness as well as the shrewdness of 
President Walker.^ He had been attending a 
committee meeting of the Historical Society, 
held at the house of Chief Justice Shaw on 
Mount Vernon Street, and found that he had 
only just time to catch the last omnibus out. 
Just as he and Rev. George E. Ellis, with whom 
he was walking, reached the head of Brattle 
Street, the coach's starting-place, the president 
said suddenly, ^* I think I will walk to Cam- 
bridge. There may be some young men in the 
omnibus who would rather not see me at this 
time." 

Colonel Higginson has told of simdry narrow 
escapes from " nautical eminence " experienced 
by him and James Russell Lowell when — 
while walking back to Cambridge on dark 
nights together, after hearing Emerson lecture 
— they would be hailed from the river by 
seamen in search of those who could pilot their 
craft up the Charles. For there were no lights 
across the intervening space and Boston and 
Cambridge were then very far apart — at 
night. Up to 1856 toll was charged passengers 
on this bridge, one cent for those on foot 
and " fourpence " for all vehicles. A favorite 

^ President of Harvard 1853-1860. 
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proprietor here beginning in 1836, and on his 
parlor wall was this printed regulation: 
" Family worship to be attended every morning 
and evening. No intoxicating liquors to be 
sold or used in the house. No money to be 
received at the office on the Sabbath nor will 
any company be received on that day except 
in cases of necessity. Cold and warm baths 
are provided here for the accommodation of 
boarders and a vegetable diet for those who 
prefer it. The best eflforts are promised by the 
landlord to furnish the table with the products 
of free labor. Smoking of cigars not allowed 
on any part of the premises." 

This prohibition of liquor, tobacco and the 
products of slave labor made the Marlborough 
very popular with the anti-slavery people, 
most of whom regarded smoking as well as 
tippling and slave owning as a crime. Which 
reminds me of a story that Julian Haw- 
thorne ^ tells to illustrate his contention that 
his uncle, Horace Mann, had a vacuum where 
his sense of humor should have been. Haw- 
thorne, the romancer, had once admitted in 
Mann's presence that he occasionally smoked 
a cigar, whereupon the reformer, greatly ex- 
cited, said, " Did I imderstand you to say, 
Mr. Hawthorne, that you actually use to- 
bacco? " 

^In Hawthorne and Hi» Cirele, 
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Hanover Street, is the headquarters of the 
" Providence and northward stage," and the 
Eastern Stage House at 84 Ann Street is the 
terminus of the line after which it had been 
named. On Howard Street flourished " Kil- 
burn's (formerly Holland's Coffee House) ; " at 
158 Washington Street the Washington Coffee 
House, kept by Lewis Boutell; " on Washington 
Street, opposite Boylston Market, the Lafayette 
Hotel kept by Mr. S. Haskell; " and on Wash- 
ington Street, near Essex, the Liberty Tree 
Tavern of which one G. Cummings appears to 
have been the proprietor. 

The naive advertisements of some of these 
houses are quite entertaining. The New Eng- 
land Coffee House was inordinately proud of 
the fact that it had water on its fourth story 
" by hydraulic pressure " and that the entire 
house was lighted by gas. In the Boston Adver- 
tiser of September 1, 1881, 1 find a notice of the 
Julien House, 67 Congress Street, which informs 
the public that it is kept by " Miss Sarah 
Hawks and Company " and that " Grentlemen 
and ladies from the coimtry who are in pursuit 
of board and pleasant situation will be thank- 
fully received.'* But the prestige of the stage 
inn is fading fast now, for six months later 
(in March, 1831) one comes, in the Advertiser 
files, upon an editorial endorsement of a petition 
for a railroad to Worcester which has been 
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Every step in the development of railroading 
was opposed by those endowed with " good 
common sense." Captain Basil Hall, who in 
1827 rode by stage coach over the present 
route of the Boston and Albany railroad, said, 
"" Those Yankees talk of constructing a railroad 
over this route; as a practical engineer I 
pronounce it simply impossible." And in the 
June of that year there appeared in the Boston 
Courier a satirical article from the pen of the 
editor, Joseph T. Buckingham, which ridiculed 
the '^ railroad mania " and declared a line from 
Boston to Albany to be '^ as useless as a railroad 
from Boston to the Moon." 

Yet Buckingham himself joined the " fa- 
natics " the next year. Nearly all the editors, 
indeed, printed congratulatory notices when, 
on March 17, 1834, the first New England 
experiment with a locomotive was made on the 
Boston and Worcester road, then completed 
as far as Newton. Regular passenger service 
to this town, with three trains a day in either 
direction, began on May 16, the trip being made 
in nineteen minutes and the fare being 37j 
cents. When Harriet Martineau visited us, 
late in 1835, she was able to record " very 
speedy communication *' between Boston and 
New York by way of Providence, — the dis- 
tance " being performed in twenty hours by 
rail-road and steam-boat." The same writer 



' , ! 



1 



cause it conneci 
of textile manufa 
able group of B 
whom were the I 
Jacksons, Millses 
charter of the Bo 
obtained through 
ster and provided 
road should be bul 
start this road was 
than the road to 
speed had been only 
went so slowly on i 
berry pickers, stati 
could pass their wai 
moving train to sell 
Four years were r 
and Lowell road an 
18S5, its rails wen 
The engine employ( 
and had been h^^^^*- 



IN OLD BOSTON 345 

and there taken apart and drawn by canal 
boat up the old Middlesex Canal to Lowell. 
On its first trip the twenty-six miles to 
Boston was made in one hour and seventeen 
minutes. The cars drawn by this "made in 
England " engine, were modelled after the 
stage coach and seated six persons. The 
conductor, called the captain, rode, without 
shelter, where the stage driver would have sat 
and the brakeman rode backwards at a cor- 
responding seat at the other end. The engine 
had no whistle and there was no cab for the 
engineer. The particular guardian of the 
"" Stephenson " was named William Robinson 
and he had been imported from England with 
the engine. He was an enthusiastic horseman 
and a good deal of a dandy. Often he would 
be so busy exercising the fast stepper he stabled 
in Boston that the train for Lowell would start 
an hour late! At first there were no baggage 
cars and no checks, and seats in the forward car, 
where cinders circulated freely, were somewhat 
cheaper than further back. For, as Tony Weller 
pointed out, travelling after an engine was not 
an unmixed joy. 

The stage coach and the tavern had reached 
the height of their glory together and together 
they declined. For now an altogether different 
type of hostelry was required, and in Boston 
steps had already been taken to meet the new 



Pioneer Srst 
i- ?• ^'oofes and 



; 



/ 
I 






^^rt G. Sliaw 
r** Tudor w^ 

enterprise. The 
'o«8, and fJi#» ». 

«^nption dinner 
presided, a " 

Judge j;,^^''^' 
C n T^Pi Sto 
^•Brooks and E 

«^**y«nd,^mai 
P ^ «»e erection r 



think th 



IN OLD BOSTON 347 

of American travellers, who thought the world 
too narrow for him, even before he was sure 
there was any other; who crossed the un- 
known Atlantic for a trip of pleasure, and 
discovered a new continent for his watering 
place.' " 

The first manager of the new hostelry was 
Dwight Boyden and he belongs at the head of 
a noteworthy list of men who took great joy 
in serving the public at this famous old stand. 
In his day the dining room procedure at the 
Tremont House was as elaborate as the steps 
and figures in an old-fashioned minuet. '" The 
waiters," says Benjamin F. Stevens, who wrote 
the hotel's valedictory, " filed into the upper 
end of the room where the landlord stood with 
a long white aproa around him, and carving 
knife and fork in hand; and at the sound of a 
bell one seized upon a quantity of plates, 
another knives, a third forks, a fourth a lot 
of large soup spoons, and a fifth the smaller 
spoons. At the second sound of the bell they 
moved into line, and at the third marched 
with sedate steps behind the chairs of the 
guests, and simultaneously the bearers of plates, 
knives, forks and spoons, with a flourish of the 
hand, placed the diflFerent articles upon the table 
before the guests, and then gracefully stepped 
back into line ready to carry out their orders. 
In the meantime, the landlord was carving/' 
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with all the egg nog they found it convenient 
to imbibe. 

In June, 1833, when President Andrew Jack- 
son came to Boston to open the new dry-dock 
in the Charlestown Navy Yard and to celebrate 
the docking there of Old Ironsides^ he and 
his secretaries, as well as Commodore Isaac 
Hull and Martin Van Buren, then vice-president, 
put up at the Tremont House. Here, too, 
Charles Dickens stopped on his first visit to 
America in 1842; and the house was the head- 
quarters, the previous year, of the Prince De 
Joinville. In June, 1843, President Tyler and 
the members of his cabinet were guests here, — 
the occasion of their visit to Boston being the 
completion of Bunker Hill Monument. Among 
the theatrical lights who put up here, while 
playing in Boston, were Edwin Forrest and 
William C. Macready. Daniel Webster often 
stayed here, when he had come up to town 
from his Marshfield farm, and Mr. Stevens is 
authority for the statement that " here he 
wrote some of his imdying speeches and ora- 
tions." 

The personality of the man in charge of the 
Tremont House must have had not a little to 
do with the enormous success which the hotel at- 
tained. Many of the landlords had as fine a sense 
of the dignity of their calling as have the doctors 
and lawyers of our own time. Paran Stevens, 
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behind it men who foresaw the coming of that 
change and planned for it. Daniel Webster 
lived here for a while and it was here that 
Charles Simmer entertained Dickens. 

The American House dates from 1835. It 
was to this place that Emerson and Whitman 
adjourned for what Walt describes as " a bully 
dinner " after the Sage of Concord and the 
Good Gray Poet had for hours been tramping 
up and down Boston Common arguing about 
the wisdom or folly of publishing '* Leaves of 
Grass." 

Intimately bound up with the development 
of hotels and means of transportation is the 
growth of newspapers and increased facility 
in mail transmission. As late as 1835 it cost 
eighteen and three-quarters cents to send a 
letter of a single sheet from Boston to New 
York. Necessarily, therefore, newspapers pre- 
ferred copying from sheets issued in other cities 
to maintaining their own correspondents in 
New York and elsewhere. In 1825 Boston had 
four daily papers, three tri-weekly ones, seven 
semi-weeklies and fifteen weekly sheets. News 
gathering then meant actual physical adventure 
and particularly was this true in the field of 
marine intelligence. 

The first regular marine service in Boston 
was established by Samuel Topliff, who had 
been a supercargo in the employment of William 
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'' telegraph " (a system of signals operated on 
Long Island) it maintained two boats, from 
which Mr. Topliff or his assistant boarded in- 
coming vessels in quest of the latest marine 
news. The facts thus obtained were recorded 
for the benefit of subscribers in one of seven 
books, each devoted to some branch of the 
subject. 

From Merchants' Hall Mr. Topliff moved 
his headquarters to the Old State House and 
there his news-room continued to flourish 
until 1842 when he withdrew from the business. 
For some years before this he had obtained a 
good deal of his information by the use of a 
telescope stationed at the top of his house at 
32 Washington Square, Fort Hill. 

But just as the stage coach was superseded 
by the railroad and the tavern by the hotel so 
this picturesque method of news gathering was 
swept away when, early in the forties, Samuel 
Finley Breese Morse,* of Charlestown, invented 
and perfected the electric telegraph. The day 
of things ** modem '' was at hand. 

1 See The Romance of Old New Engtand Boof-Treee. 
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sixty-five acres destroying property valued at 
seventy-five million dollars ! 

This fire is of interest to us not simply because 
it was a spectacular and impressive conflagra- 
tion, but also because it utterly changed the 
aspect of Boston in that district over which it 
burned. Mr. Harold Murdock has very cleverly 
brought this fact out in the introduction to 
his little book, made up of what purport to 
be "Letters Written by a Gentleman in 
Boston to His Friend in Paris Describing the 
Great Fire." He here points out that a member 
of the Harvard Class of 1872 who might have 
left Boston immediately after his graduation 
to return to-day for the first time " woidd look 
in vain for the old landmarks and accustomed 
sights of his boyhood days." Christ Church, 
Faneuil Hall, the Old State House, The Old 
South Church, King's Chapel and the Park 
Street spire he would still find, to be sure. 
But the Common would have lost its gates and 
its Old Elm,^ Tremont Street its far-famed 
trees planted by coachmaker Paddock, and 
Summer Street all of that old-time beauty and 
charm which made it, even in the early seventies, 
a region to be reverenced. 

For Boston in 1872 was still a small city, 
comparatively, and a quaintly attractive one; 

^ The old elm on Boston Common was the first thing Dean Stanley 
asked Edward Everett Hale to show him wbm he virited Boston. 
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Oliver Street and Liberty Square on the east, 
and State Street on the north was taken in. 

Happily, Fort Hill which, at this time, had 
been cut away but not built upon, gave the 
firemen a vantage point of which they made 
excellent use and from this stand on the one 
hand and from the Old South Church and the 
then new Post OflBce, on the other, an attack 
was made with such steadiness and pluck that, 
on Sunday afternoon, the flames were eflFectively 
quenched. Naturally, however, the city was in 
a deplorable condition. Thousands upon thou- 
sands had seen their property consumed or 
had been thrown out of employment for they 
knew not how long, and the terrible excitement 
of the anxious night and day during which the 
fire raged had unstrung the nerves of the 
strongest. The whole conmiunity was on the 
verge of panic, for every vacant space was 
filled with hastily moved furniture or mer- 
chandise and pickpockets and petty thieves 
wandered to and fro at will. Finding that the 
police were quite inadequate to cope with the 
situation, a whole brigade of militia was called 
out to do active duty (with the Old South 
for their barracks) and guards were set to 
patrol the streets at night. Fortunately, these 
precautions served to prevent any very shocking 
breach of the peace. 

Though the number of dwelling houses which 
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had been destroyed was comparatively small the 
loss of income by the stopping of employment 
was so large that measures of relief had to be 
organized at once. But the assistance freely 
and generously oflFered by the people of other 
cities was not needed. There was, indeed, a 
surplus of twenty thousand dollars — of the 
$341,913.68 collected in Boston itself — to re- 
turn when the relief committee was dismissed. 
Fourteen lives were lost in the fire, seven being 
firemen. For the families of these the relief 
committee — of which Otis Norcross was treas- 
urer — made permanent provision by pla<*ing 
in the hands of Martin Brimmer, Samuel D« 
Warren, Avery Plumer, William Endicott, Jr., 
and George Higginson $81,870.90 in trust. To 
aid working women and girls nearly seventy 
thousand dollars was expended in clothing, 
food, rent, sewing machines and transportation; 
to families burned out and to other sufferers 
coal, wood, stoves, furniture, clothing and other 
necessaries to the amount of nearly seventy- 
five thousand dollars was expended, while almost 
twenty thousand dollars was invested in the 
work of relieving the men who had lost their 
employment by the fire. The committee seems 
to have acted with great discretion in all this 
administering of relief. 

Of all the buildings swept away by the fire 
Trinity Church was perhaps the most pic- 
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turesque. Built (in 1829) of stately granite, 
with a tower of impressive architecture, it 
was at this time the weekly resort, because of 
the preaching of the young Phillips Brooks, of 
a large and varied company of people. Brooks 
had come here from Philadelphia in 1869, a 
handsome young bachelor of thirty-three, filled 
with immense devotion to his work and dis- 
tinguished by rare powers of eloquence. It 
was largely through the influence of the Hon. 
Robert C. Winthrop, long one of the first 
citizens of Boston, that Brooks had been called 
to the conservative old parish, but Winthrop's 
enthusiasm over the young preacher was soon 
justified by the crowds he drew. From the 
very beginning of Brooks's incumbency Sexton 
Dillon had hard work seating the throngs 
who flocked to listen to him. Vainly did the 
worthy man strive to meet an emergency so 
wholly unlike anything he had hitherto known 
in his long administration. Then he tried to 
sort the people who presented themselves for 
admission ! "" Dillon once came to me in the 
vestry-room," said Mr. Brooks in speaking of 
the matter to a friend, " to tell me of a method 
he had devised to reduce the numbers who 
sought admittance to the church. * When a 
young man and a young woman come together, 
I separate them,' he explained', and he expected 
me to approve the fiendish plan." 
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Square were already underway, to be sure, but 
that he had a great fondness for old Trinity 
we see from his letters written at the time. 
" The desolation [of the fire] is bewildering. 
Old Trinity seemed safe all night, but toward 
morning the fire swept into her rear and there 
was no chance. She went at four in the morning. 
I saw her well afire, inside and out, carried off 
some books and robes and left her. She went 
majestically and her great tower stands now 
as solid as ever, a most picturesque and stately 
ruin. She died in dignity. I did not know how 
much I liked the great gloomy old thing till 
I saw her windows bursting and the flame 
running along the old high pews." 

Yet Phillips Brooks's sermon in Huntington 
Hall, the following Sunday, was full of an 
onward and upward sweep, of insistence that 
life comes through death — the lesson of the 
fire. 
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" Boston " chapter of his American Notes his 
impressions of the city and of its institutions 
during this visit of 1842. The most satisfying 
passage is that which describes his tour of the 
Perkins Institution for the Blind in South 
Boston and his wonder at what had there been 
done for Laura Bridgman, Dr. Howe's famous 
pupil. 

During Dickens's visit in 1867 he was enter- 
tained by Mr. and Mrs. James T. Fields in 
the charming old house at 148 Charles Street 
in which Mrs. Fields still lives, surrounded 
by souvenirs of her many grateful guests. In 
that pleasant volume. Biographical Notes 
and Personal Sketches, this lady, who was 
Dickens's hostess on Christmas Eve and who 
afterwards, that same night, heard him read 
" the Carol," paints vividly the enthusiasm 
with which the beloved writer was received 
by his audience. " The whole house rose and 
cheered! The people looked at him with 
gratitude as one who held a candle in a dark 
way." 

It was during this visit that there occurred 
the famous Walking-Match, posters of which 
are now dearly prized by American collectors 
of Dickensiana. Diel^s had said that his 
agent, George Dolby, cotrfd^utwalk Osgood; 
but James T. Fields was of the opinion that 
his partner, Osgood, was the better man. Ac- 
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Osgood, of course, felt that she showed great 
favoritism in this respect: but she frankly 
admitted that she would have done the same 
by the Englishman had she met him coming in 
first. 

To Dickens, as to many another distinguished 
visitor from abroad, Boston gave a ball; tickets 
for the function that bears his name brought 
forty dollars each! Usually, these great balls 
were given at the Boston Theatre, which was 
equipped with a floor made in sections and so 
arranged that it could be fitted on over the 
parquet seats, thus giving extensive dancing 
space on a level with the stage. Here were 
held a number of functions that figure in the 
social history of the period. The Tigers' Ball, 
February 28, 1859; the Mount Vernon Ball, 
March 4, 1859; Firemen's Military and Civic 
Ball, March 18, 1859; Grand Juvenile Ball, 
March 23, 1859; National Sailors' Fair, Novem- 
ber 7, 1864; and State Military Ball, March 
5, 1866. During the war a Fair in Aid of the 
Sanitary Commission also took place here and 
many a Bostonian, still living, recalls pleasantly 
•the splendid entertainment and dance given in 
this place in honor of the Russian Grand Duke 
Alexis, December 8, 1871. 

All these balls, however, pale before the 
memory of that given to the late Edward VII 
of England during ^is visit to Boston in I860. 
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a young prince, and not the crowd, which was 
responsible for this; one newspaper observes 
that "' the excitement that agitated the minds 
of the young ladies as they prepared to enter 
was very great and betrayed itself in flushed 
faces, bewildered looks and disarranged gowns." 
Dr. Samuel A. Green, mayor of Boston in 1882, 
and for more than fifty years a prominent mem- 
ber of the Massachusetts Historical Society, 
tells me that the ball came near precipitating 
a crisis in governmental affairs, which, in its 
seriousness, was not unlike the etiquette differ^ 
ences between President Washington and Gov-, 
emor Hancock, in 1789. The question of the 
hour as regards the ball, was, '^ Who should 
dance in the first set with the prince? " This 
strictly social discussion centered around the 
wife of the governor of the State and the[equally 
worthy helpmeet of the mayor of the city. 
Which lady should have the honor of being the 
prince's first partner? 

Finally, it was amicably decided that to the 
wife of the mayor belonged the honors of this 
occasion inasmuch as the prince was the city's 
guest particularly. Mrs. Banks was accorded 
the prince's hand in the second quadrille. 
The prince did his duty nobly, dancing no 
less than seventeen times, and all who met 
him were charmed with his grace and his 
simple unaffected manners. Four of those 
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made an elegant appearance. She was attired 
in a rich white silk dress, with lace overdress, 
the body with deep points, the dress looped with 
mauve imperatrice ribbons, and studied [sic. 
and how appropriate!] at intervals with en- 
ameled flowers of same color, bordered with 
gold, bertha of lace, ribbon and flowers to cor- 
respond with skirt. Hair braided in massive 
grecian braids and decorated with white flowers 
and pearls. This dress was an exact fac simile 
of one worn by the Empress Eugenie on a recent 
occasion. Miss Buitt had a very elegant 
bouquet of New York manufacture, from the 
floral depot of Chevalier & Brower, 523 Broad- 
way, under the St. Nicholas hotel. It repre- 
sented an imperial star, and was composed of 
blush rosebuds, tuberoses, heartsease, acanthus 
and sweet alyssum; it was supported by an 
elegant silver holder ornamented with a deep 
white silk fringe. Miss Buitt attracted much 
attention for her admirable figure, her exquisite 
costume, and for her graceful movements in 
the dance." 

Dancing lasted until half past four in the 
morning, supper having been served at midnight 
in the Melodeon, next door, to which a passage 
had been cut through for the occasion; but 
not until three o'clock was there room to waltz 
comfortably in the huge auditorium. Yet the 
visitors as well as those who entertained them 
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Frothingham, who lived in Charlestown, hap- 
pened in at the lodge, two hours later, and, 
seeing Dom Pedro's signature in the visitors' 
book, asked the keeper how the emperor looked. 
Putting on his glasses to examine the hand- 
writing, the faithful guardian of the granite- 
pile muttered crossly, " Emperor, pooh ! that's 
a dodge; that fellow was only a scapegrace 
without a cent in his pocket." 

Two years after Dom Pedro's visit to America 
there came to this country, and in due season, 
to Boston, one foreign visitor who has always 
greatly interested me. She was Mrs. Anne 
Gilchrist, friend of the Rossettis, beloved of 
Walt Whitman and especially interesting to 
women of our time because she was the first 
woman publicly to express admiration for that 
puzzling volume. Leaves of Grass. 

It was from New England, as we might 
expect, that the strongest opposition in this 
country to Whitman's i)oems came originally. 
On Boston Common, indeed, were fought out 
the first skirmishes of the battle afterwards 
waged so long and so mercilessly against Whit- 
man's book, particularly the " Children of 
Adam " portion of it. Emerson and Whitman 
were warm friends at the time of the book's 
appearance and the Concord philosopher rea- 
soned and remonstrated for hours with the 
revolutionary Whitman concerning the desira- 
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his own person a new phase of religion, a re- 
ligion which easts out utterly the abjectness of 
fear, sees the nimbus around every head, knowing 
that evil, like its prototypie, darkness, is not a 
thing at all, but the absence of a thing — of 
Ught. . • . " And of the " Children of Adam " 
Mrs. Gilchrist made a descriptive phrase that 
will last for all time when she said : ^' This is 
not the heights brought down to the depths, but 
the depths lifted up level with the sunlit heights 
that they may become clear and sunlit, too/' 

To this woman who hastened to send him 
ardent expression of her faith Whitman's heart 
almost necessarily went out in warm affection. 
The letters which passed between the two 
during the eight years that intervened before 
Mrs. Gilchrist came to this country constitute 
one of the most remarkable correspondences 
of our time. It is to be hoped that they may 
not much longer be withheld from publication. 

Mrs. Gilchrist's headquarters, while in Bos- 
ton, were at 39 Somerset Street, and she has 
written that she made more acquaintances 
during her two months' stay here than during 
her whole life before. But I have sought in 
vain for a Boston woman who remembers 
meeting her. On her way to Boston from 
Philadelphia, however, Mrs. Gilchrist spent 
some time in beautiful Northampton, a town 
which, socially, reminded her of Cranford, but 
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dear sake/' It is, indeed. Whitman at his 
very dryest. Which proves that he could be 
impersonal in treating a subject upon which 
he felt deeply. His moment of deepest self- 
revelation seems to have come later when, 
speaking to Horace Traubel of Rossetti's warm 
brotherly love for Mrs. Gilchrist, he said, " She 
was his friend; she was more than my friend. 
I feel like Hamlet when he said forty thousand 
brothers could not feel what he felt for Ophelia."* 

Another literary woman who came to Boston 
during the period we are here considering, — 
though, in point of years, her visit ante-dated 
Mrs. Gilchrist's by a whole quarter of a century, 
— was Miss Delia Bacon, originator of the 
so-called Baconian theory. In Mrs. John 
Farrar's Recollections of Seventy Years may 
be found a highly interesting account of this 
writer's unusual personality and of her sad 
decline. " She was the first lady whom I ever 
heard deliver a public lecture and the hall in 
which she spoke was so crowded that I could 
not get a seat; but she spoke so well that I 
felt no fatigue from standing." 

This Boston course was so successful that 
Mrs. Farrar persuaded Miss Bacon to give a 
series of talks on history in Cambridge and 
arranged for her a very appreciative class which 
used to meet in the large parlor of the Brattle 

1 With WaU WkUmm in Camden. 
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House. It was after this course had been 

uccessfully completed that Miss Bacon first 

to talk to her friends about going to 

tngland. They encouraged her in the idea, 

pinking that she could there make a success 

her lectures just as she had done here. 

I But," says Mrs. Farrar, " after talking this 

} for a time I perceived that I was talking in 

in. She had no notion of going to England 

teach history ; all she wanted to go for 

IS to obtain proof of the truth of her theory, 

hat Shakespeare did not write the plays 

[ttributed to him, but that Lord Bacon did. 

his was sufficient to prevent my ever again 

ncouraging her or talking with her about 

Ihakespcare. The lady whom she was visiting 

lut ]ier copy of his works out of sight, and 

allowed herself to converse with her on 
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with the pioneer preacher, so, with his delicate 
wife and his six little children, he soon journeyed 
back to Connecticut where, in 1817, he died 
leaving a very helpless family. Schoolteaching, 
story-writing and even an attempt at dramatic 
composition occupied Miss Bacon in the years 
preceding her success as a lecturer. Her biog- 
rapher hints at an unhappy love-a£Pair which, 
coming to her at the mature age of thirty-five, 
may have had something to do with the un- 
settling of her mind. By 1853, she could think 
of nothing but of her Baconian prepossession 
and she found the burden of her historical 
lessons an intolerable one. 

Emerson was very kind to Miss Bacon from 
the beginning of his acquaintance with her, 
about this time, but he never in the least 
believed in her theory of the authorship of 
Shakespeare^s plays, always referring to it as 
a " brilliant paradox." From him she was 
obliged to bear this but she would not bear it 
from her brother. Dr. Leonard Bacon, a suc- 
cessful and much respected clergyman, and 
there followed an estrangement between them. 
The one thing of which she could now think 
was of England, to which place she sailed May 
14, 1853, armed with introductory letters from 
Emerson to many people of literary prominence. 
Most of these letters she never used; she was 
much too occupied with what Carlyle soon 
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Ime to call her " tragically quixotic enter- 
rise " to cultivate society. But the Carlyles 
: most kind to her and, after her first bold 
td brilliant paper had been published, — 
lirough Emerson's good offices, — in the Jan- 
Kry, 1856, number of Putnam's Monthly, 
wthorne, who was now United States consiJ 
Liverpool, also aided her, materially as well 
i by his friendly sympathy. 
I Nothing in all Hawthorne's life is more 
pnorabie than the noble generosity' and the 
mailing helpfulness which he bestowed on 
forlorn countrywoman of his, whom he 
tver met but once and who was certainly a 
try trying literary aspirant for one of his 
pture to deal with. When the lady spoke to 
, contemptuously of the " Old Player " he 
|ld her that she really grieved him. Whereupon 
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Bacon's friends began to urge her by every mail 
to come home. But this she absolutely refused 
to do. To Hawthorne she wrote, " I ttnU not 
go. I will open a * cent shop ' in my House of 
Seven Gables first. There is not anything 
which is honest that I will not do rather than 
put the Atlantic Ocean between me and what 
I came to find." 

Hawthorne has told in his English note 
book of his single visit to Miss Bacon. '"I 
was ushered up two (and I rather believe 
three) pair of stairs" he there records, "into 
a parlor somewhat humbly furnished, and told 
that Miss Bacon would soon come. There 
were a number of books on the table and, 
looking into them, I found that every one of 
them had some reference, more or less im- 
mediate, to her Shakespearian theory, — a 
volume of Raleigh's History of the Worlds 
a volume of Montaigne, a volume of Lord 
Bacon's letters, a volume of Shakespeare's 
Plays, and on another table lay a large roll of 
manuscript which I presume to have been a 
portion of her work. To be sure, there was a 
pocket Bible among the books, but everything 
else referred to the one despotic idea that had 
got possession of her mind. . . . Unquestion- 
ably she was a monomaniac; these overmas- 
tering ideas about the authorship of Shake- 
speare's plays, and the deep political philosophy 
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mcealed beneath the surface of them, had 
inipletely thrown her off her balance; but, 
; the same time, they had wonderfully devel- 
jed her intellect and made her what she could 
)t otherwise have become. 
" I had expected (the more shame for me, 
iving no other ground of such expectation 
lan that she was a literary woman) to see 
very homely, uncouth, elderly personage 
id was quite agreeably disappointed by her 
ipect. She was rather uncommonly tall and 
id a striking and expressive face, dark hair, 
irk eyes, which shone with an inward light as 
ton as she began to speak, and by and by a 
»lor came into her cheeks and made her look 
most young. ... I could suppose her to 
ive been handsome and exceedingly attractive 
ice. . . . She assured me that she was per- 
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volume sitting up in bed in order to keep 
warm. 

The introduction which Hawthorne wrote 
for the book when it came out is very straight- 
forward and very touching. In it he says that 
the author *^ has given nothing less than her 
life to the work." And this was literally true. 
For scarcely had the monumental Philosophy 
of Shakespeare's Plays Unfoldedy been put be- 
tween covers when Miss Bacon's mind failed 
utterly. Through the good oflSces of Emerson 
and Hawthorne she was then brought back to 
her family by a young relative and, after pass- 
ing some months in a " Retreat '* at Hartford, 
died in that city of her childhood September 
2, 1859. Her best epitaph was pronounced 
by Hawthorne where he says, " I know not 
why we should hesitate to believe that the 
immortal poet may have met her on the thresh- 
old of the better world and led her in, reassuring 
her with friendly and comfortable words, and 
thanking her (yet with a smile of gentle humor 
in his eyes at the thought of certain mistaken 
speculations) for having interpreted him to 
mankind so well." 



CHAPTER XIV 



BOSTON AS A UTERARY CEXTHE 



"^HERE is a stiff-necked reluctance on the 
part of certain American cities to ac- 
knowledge that Boston is or ever has 
leen a literary centre. Even during that golden 
Bge when Emerson, Longfellow, Lowell, Holmes 
Ind Whittier here sang together; Bancroft, Pres- 
iott. Motley and Parkman here wrote history, 
"tarrison, Phillips, Parker and Sumner here 
Ireached reform — and Thomas Gold Appleton 
litted about from circle to circle, cheering them 
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The lode-star which drew him oftenest to the 
city was Father Taylor, whose preaching in 
North Square to a devoted company of sailors 
seems greatly to have attracted the Cambridge 
poet and scholar. 

Lowell's closest association with Boston was 
about the year 1857, when he became first 
editor of the Atlantic Monthly^ a position which 
he held for four years. Holmes, however, whom 
Lowell stipulated should be " the first con- 
tributor to be engaged " for the new magazine 
if he were to accept its editorship, may well be 
called the most typical Bostonian that our 
modem Athens has ever known. To be sure, 
he was bom in Cambridge; but almost his 
entire life of eighty-five years was spent in 
Boston and he was very likely speaking of 
himself when he said that for a Bostonian the 
State-House is the hub of the solar system. 
By reason of this remark as well as because he 
is identified with no less than three Boston 
streets — besides the " Long Path " which 
stretches from Joy Street to Boylston Street on 
the Common — there is no danger that his 
name will soon cease to be linked with that of the 
old town whose very ground he loved. " I 
have bored this ancient city through and through 
in my daily travels," he makes the Autocrat 
say, " until I know it as an old inhabitant of 
a Cheshire knows his cheese.'* For eighteen 
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rears he lived in Montgomery Place, now 
Sosworth Street; then from 185&-I871 he made 
lis home at 164 Charles Street, there writ- 
ng, among other things, the Prqfeasor at the 
Breakfast Table, Elsie Venner and his fa- 
nous poem, " Dorothy Q." And when Charles 
Hreet became too noisy, he moved to 296 
3eacon Street, where his study in the rear of 
-he house overlooked the Charles River to 
Cambridge and beyond. 

It is hard to realize that Holmes was nearly 
ifty years old when, through Lowell's acumeD, 
le first came into prominence as a literary man. 
3e has naively described his own surprise at 
.his metamorphosis: "I, who felt myself 
mtside the charmed circle drawn around the 
fcholars and poets of Cambridge and Concord, 
laving given myself to other studies and duties. 
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responded. Already the " first contributor " had 
christened the new magazine The Atlantic^ 
and when his department, The Autocrat of the 
Breakfast Table, was announced, the success 
of the venture became assured. To be sure, 
there were many who did not know what the 
nom de plume meant, and it was a joke, which 
may also have been a truth, " that the pro- 
prietor of a well-known religious weekly as- 
sumed the new department to be one given over 
to cook-book matters! " 

Whittier carried a Boston latchkey during 
the early part of his life. For eight months, in 
1829, while he was editing The Manufacturer 
he lived with Rev. William Collier at 30 Federal 
Street where Garrison also lodged. During the 
strenuous anti-slavery days he used to stop, 
while in Boston, at the Marlborough Hotel, of 
which mention was made in the chapter on the 
old hostelries, and, later, he was often the 
guest of Governor Claflin at the spacious house 
numbered 63 Mt. Vernon Street, which all but 
adjoins that made famous as the Boston home of 
Thomas Bailey Aldrich. 

It is hard to say whether Aldrich is more 
intimately associated with Ponkapog, which I 
assure you is real though many have supposed 
it to be as fictitious as Puritania, or with this 
house at 59 Mt. Vernon Street. Since my own 
memories of him are connected with the latter 
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>Iace we will talk of that, however. Mt. 
v'emon Street is one of the loveliest spots in the 
vorid. Its houses have an air of old-fashioned 
lolidity and of comfort not to be found in any 
)n Boston's " made land," while from the top 
)t the hill, — and Aldrieh's house is just at the 
ipex, — one can see the beautiful Charles River, 
vinding lazily into the distance. Some of the 
lomes retain the little blue panes of glass, by 
]assing through which the sun was supposed to 
icquire even more than its natural salubrity, 
md in front of the Aldrich house, though it is 
n the very heart of Boston, is a gay little patch 
>f lawn upon which the sun through the adjacent 
:rees makes quaint arabesques of shade. 

To reach the study, which was the heart of 
,he house, one climbed a fascinating flight of 
binding stairs, — giving glimpses here and there 
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week's Home Journal? ^^ with a nonchalant, 
** Oh, yes, Tom. They shoved the paper under 
my door this morning and I heard your little 
tinkle/* Yet on the walls of Aldrieh's study, 
I noticed opposite a portrait of £dwin Booth a 
photograph of Walt Whitman ! 

Bancroft and Hawthorne can be more easily 
connected with the Boston Custom House than 
with any other institution of the city, for it was 
while the historian was collector of the Port 
that he gave Hawthorne that place in the 
government's service from which the young 
genius was able to save money enough to buy 
some stock in Brook Farm. Hawthorne, be- 
cause of his shy temperament and his poverty, 
was so obscure as to have been practically 
unknown in Boston during this period. His 
son-in-law records that his chief distinction, to 
the popular eye, at this time, lay in the fact that 
he was extremely fond of martial music and 
could generally be found — "a tall shapely 
figure rendered military by the thick mustache, 
— following any procession headed by a band! '* 

The historian Prescott belongs undeniably 
to Boston. The house at 55 Beacon Street in 
which he lived from 1845 to 1859 is still standing 
and is one of the most picturesque of the old 
homes opposite the Common. Here, he wrote 
the History of the Conquest of Peru and the 
History of the Reign of Philip the Second. 
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That Boston home of John Lothrop Motley 
In whose garret be, as a lad, used to play with 
IWendeli Phillips and Tom Appleton, was on 
IVValnut Street, but it is with the bouses at 11 

Chestnut Street and at 2 Park Street that 
Ithe later life of the author of the Rise of the 

Dutch Republic is associated. Parkman, too, is 
Identified with Chestnut Street. For nearly 
thirty years be occupied the house which is 
Ithere numbered fifty, painstakingly working 
but, without the use of his eyes, bis marvellous 
fceries of works dealing with France and England 
|n North America. 

One thing which has always helped to make 

Boston a literary centre — and will continue 

I to do in spite of the envious elsewhere — is 

Its great library advantages. Colonel Higginson, 

when writing for Harper's Magazine the series 



